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The firſt part of the paſsionate Her- 
mit : wherem is expreſſed the linely paſſi- 


ons of Zeale and Loue,with an alluding diſcoutſe 
t0Valours ghoſt. Both pleaſant and profitable, 
if wdictouſly read,and rightly 
ynderſtood, 


' Non eft Beatus,eſſe qui ſe neſeit. 


WRITTEN BY A PRACTITIONER 
in Pocſic,anda ſtranger amongſt Poets, which 


cauſcth him dread this ſentence : 


Nihil 4d Parmenonis ſuem. 
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Gentlemen of his Maicſtes bed-Chamber ; ennobled 
with the rareſt guifts that honour may efforde, 
or vertue challenge : 
Tohn Raynolds,wiſheth happy increaſe of all noble 
and renowmed reſolutions. 


> F mmoning my ſenſes __ ( Eight ho- 
: 6: noarable) and weighing your Loraſhips 
SE F 7 worth , and my imperfections : Diſparre 
& had almoſt checkt my tos too preſumptuons 
CNBYAT. \ forwardneſſe , onely for intending to pre- 
; ONS SEA ſent this ſonple worke into the hands of fo 
noble a IND: But Hope ( chiefe miſtreſſe of Deſire , andent- 
my to Feare) began to animate my tremblirg thoughts with 
th £ perſwaſons. 

il, whoſe eurious innentions have made his name im- 
— L( thoug h not fc for tmitation, yet for pleaſure)read En- 
nius ravgh 4. the Delphian OraclegaueSocrates as good 
4 ſentence for his well meaning mite, as to the proudeſt Arhe- 
nians,for their heapes of treaſure. All that was pleaded before 
the Romance Senators,was not utteredby Tully . yet was it 
beard :nd allowed with plauſible cenſures. Xerxes accepted 
as well of the poore mans hanafull of water , as of the riche 
mansGoblet of gold. 

T bus beholding right Honorable(as in a mirror)the eſtates 
or proceedings of paſſed times, and haing in homely manner 
penned theſe few vnpo - x bed lines preſumed to preſent them 
_ #ur Loraſhips hands : which — they are not ſtret- 

to the delicate treble _— , ſuch refned Poems , 45 


wes 


| Totheright Honourable, Eſme Stew- 
art, Lan of Aubionup, and one of the. 
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The Eniſt'e Dedicatory, 


Maro ſung iu the cares of Augiſtas , yet they may bee 
right'y called,Fhe fruits of as well intended thoughts . For 
P:tatias libores as hard with his( ſelfe conteipted ſharp) 
penfd,1s ApelVes,with kis epprouedſ kil.Exery painter can- 
yot counter feite lawne, with Parrhaſius , nor proportion the 
Ciclops, with Tymanthes . Maiacs ſonne refuſed not to 
faſt on Baucis , fatreToue waseontent with Philemons ex- 
tert1ynement, Although Fors Fortuna gaze Viiſles,the ſen- 
tence for his curious ſmotheneſſe, yet Aiax had an applawais 
for his rough plainenes:7 as nocounſel could reuoke.Fabius 
bt Terentias fayrnefſe , nor no ſurgion cure Hipolite but 
Eſculapius , ſo no ſuwne can beautifie theſe deformed lines, 
but the glimſes of your Lordfhips fawour,nor no ſalue beable 
to ſet theſe mangledſtrayns a foote, unleſſeit be miniſtredby 
your noble proteiting hand. I ſceke not Aſcanius rich cloake 
for brauerie, but couet with Dawidas Parret, ts bee ſhel- 
tred fromthewuultures tirany, 

T hen Right honorableifit wil pleaſe your Loraſhup to har- 
bour this Pandfull of harſh ſounding ſulables under the ſafe 
condutt of your honours faire | pms , 1ſhall not onely 
thinke them ſuffuciently guarded from enuious tongues: but 
alſo eſteeme my ſelfe happie,to haue them ſhadowed unaer 
the winges of ſo worthy a Mecenas, Thus hoping ( _ not 
for the worth of the preſent, yet for the true heart of the gi- 
wer of your honors gentle patronage & reſting in that hope 1 
wiſh your honour the happie enioying of your honourable 
wiſhes. , | 
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Your Lordſhips in all duty to cf ——_— 
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To the Right Honourable Lord, 


Aubignuy, health eternall, 1 


VV Har nereſecne gemme} ſhall T deuile ro ſer, 
Vponyour helme,your temples to ingert? 
What trophe rare, what wreath or Coroner, 
Can guerdonize, your metiting deſert ? 


O lct mepolliſh,ſome nerewritten line, 

To fit your worth, for worldlings to peruſe : 
Andplaceitin, thatloftie creſt of thine, 
; Whoſe filuer ſhowers, nouriſheth my mule, 
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Making them ſpring, as flow'rs from froſty cath, 
With Aprill deaws,the worlds broad eye to view : 
Which elſe had died, and nere obtained birth, 


Had they not gain'd,incouragement of you. 


Baſc arethe thoughts,that longs to write and dare not, 
Then if you ſmile,let others frowne,{I care not.) 


Your Lordſhips ever 


humbly deuoted : 


I oh Raynolds, 
A3 To 
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To the Gentle Readers 


whatſocuer. 


WW Hat ſhouldI fcrape,or beg,at pardons gate, 
With proſtrate termes,to helpe my ſtranger rimes: 
Vhea asI knoyv,that in this wau'ring ſtate, 
None well canpleaſe,thele fickle enuious times, 


ThereforeT craue,no other boone but this, 
Vpon my lines,let cuery fancie deeme ; 

What plcaſc them beſt: well,meanc, or flatte amiſle, 
No whut the worſc,] will of them eſteeme. 


For cnuious curres,will bawle at ſtrangers true, 
When neighbor thecues,vaſecne may filch 8& ſteale : 
But cruſtic maſtifes,or by ſent or view, 
The priuic drifts, of both will ſoone reucale. 


Thea ifthe learned,ſecke not to deſpite me, 
LetEnuie barke,I know he cannot bite me, 


Yours, 1.8. 


EEE 
_ * In laudem Authoris, 


'J ou gh carping ſpight , ſhould fir in Momus chaire, 
| AndFomlus fame,gnaſhing his vente Iawes: 
Though Cr:17zck Satires,raue and rend their haire, 
And Enuy threat mee, with his filſom pawes. 


Yet this my pen,for Raynolds ſake (hall write, 
Whoſe nouell lines, vnfolds a fertill ipring; 
Reucales at large,ſound lone inzelous plight, 
Inchac'd with wo,and warlike tonneting. 


| Dclighfull Poems,ioyn'd with pleaſant good, 

And harmeleſle plezſure, mix: with loftts ſtraines: 
| 1c foule Therſites,ceaſe thy rayling moode, 
And giucat leaft, good words for ſo much paines, 


Burt if abraad,thy enuy needs. mnzuſt flie, 
Deipight not him,who ſcekesto pleaſurethee, 


Abrahax: Sawere Gentieman, 


VP 


» | _ _ — 
OO VOY, 9 ay, Ly eee 


DOLARNYS. 


x Primereſe. 


Hen flowring May,had with her motningdeawes, 
W Warned Rr. neal and the yallies —_ 
. Thetender Lambes,with nimble-footed Eawes, 
Came foith to meete,thewanton ſommers Queene: 
The liuely Kidds,came with the lIntle Fawnes, 
Tripping with ſpecd,ouer the pleaſantlawnes., 


To heatc how that, dame Natures new=come broodes, 
Began to (cr, their ſweet melodious notes, | 
With ſugred tunes, amidſt the leauie woodes, 
Inchauntingmuſicke,through their pretty throats: 
'By whole ſweet ſtraines, right well it might appeare, 
The pride of Sommer,to be drawing neere. 


Then bright Apollo,threw his radiant ſmiles, 
[ntothelappes,of cach delicious ſpring, 
Where Philomele,the weary time beguiles, 
In grouic ſhades, fountaines inuironing:; 
The late baretrees,there ſportiuely did growe, 
With leauie ſprigs on cuery branch and bowe. 


In garments g:cenghe medowsfayre did ranckir, 
The valties lowe of garments greenc werc glad, 
Tn garments greene,the paſturesproud did pranck it 
The daly grounds in garments greene were clad; 
Each hill and dale,cach buſt and brier were ſcene, 
Then forto flotiſh,intheir garments greenc, 
i, * Thus 
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Dolarnys Primereſe. 


Thus as the medowes, foreſts and the feelds, 
In fumpruous tires, had deckrtheir daynty flades 
The flortſhing trees, wanton pleglure yeelds, 
Keeping rhe ſunne,from out their ſhadie ſhades: 
On wholegreene leaues, vpon cach calmic day, 


The gentle wind, with dallying breath did play. 


The Oake,the Elme,the Alder andthe Aſhe, 
Were richly clad, in garments gay and greene, 
The Alpen trees,that oft the waters waſh, 
Ja like arraiment,then were neatly feene: 

The lou'ty Lawrell, precious, rich and faire, 


Wich Odors ſweet, did fill the holefemeayre. 


Their ſpreading armes,thcir branches and their boughes 


Were made a bower, for the pritty birds, 

Where Philomele,did come to pay heryowes, 

With ſugred tunes,in ſteed of wofull words: 
Their lofty tops,of towring branches fayre, 
Damprt with the mulicke,of delicious ayre. 


Whoſe hawty pride, regarded mirth nor moanes, 
But with ambition, view'd the ſommer flowers, 
Theirlabclls hang'd, with quiuering dew-pcarld ſtones, 
Did repreſent, ſpangles on am rous bowers: | 
Theregrouy ſhade,ſuch pleaſing ayre did lend, 
As doth on groues,and grouy ſhades attend. 


Vnweldy trecs,gorgcous to behold, 

Stood hand in hand, with branches all combining, 

Their Gentle armes,cach other did infold, 

With luye ſprigges,vpon their bodies climbing; 
The more ro breake,the hot reflexing rayes, 
Ot bright Apolis ,in che ſommer dayess | 
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Drawne 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe, © 
Drawne by theplcaſurc,of delightfull ayre, 
Thoſe checkred borders,oft I did frequent, 


» Andvnderncath, thoſe ſhadowes freſh and faire; 


The weary time, oft wearily I ſpent: Ut 
Whereat thelength,it was my chanceto meete; 
Anaged man ;vlhonn| I did kindly greet. 

He myrror hke, for nurture, diſcipline, , 

Repay'd my words,with curreous kind regrecting, - 

Thendrew we neere,a fayre-{pread-ſhadypiue, 

Vnder whoſe boughes,we ſolemniz'd our meeting; 
Whereas long time,the time did not purſuc, 
Bur that familiar,in diſcourſewe grew. 


His aged wit, fo pregnant made mee mule, : 
With courtly tcarmes, and eloquenceall flowing, 
And ſuch they were, that caufd me raccuſc, 


Mine owne ſo dull,that ſpent my time nought knowing: 


His tongue-ſweet notes, ti'd minecaresin chaines, 
SO that my ſcnſes,wetc rauiſht with his ſtraynes. 


The ſweeteſt muſicke,tuch'd with curious hand, 

Whoſe tones harmonious, bath's a liſning care, 

Forcing fierce Tygers, all amazed ſtand, 

Vato his yoyce compard,did harſhly iatre: 
Which cauſed me,with earneſt ſute to craue, 
Someſtory from, his pleaſing (clfe to haue. 


Who neither graunted,, nor denied themotion, 
Witch pleaſant ſadneſſe, ſtood as in a mule; 
Wilt I infnard, with his ſo ſweet deuotion, 


Fixed mine eyes, his murencſfle to peruſe: 


Buxthen lus rongue, broke off his contemplation, 
Arid thus began, diſcourſe with.inuocatione * 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe. 
O thou great guider,ofthe guideleſle nine, 
With ſacred deaw,my witlefſe wit inſpire, 
Water my ſcnſes,with thy NeQar fine, 
Rauiſh my breaſt, with thy all hallowed fire: 
So thar my tongue, ſtray notin fond delight, 
Bur in his courſe, wonder thy mighty might. 


Whenliuely bJoud,did run within my veines, 

q I tooke delight, totraucll here and there, 

So muchas then, my parents gaue my reins, 
Vato my (clfe,to ſec how I could beare: 

if T he fickle flights, of Fortunes ru:mng wheele, 
q Which like.Sitenus, drunkenly doth recle. 


Thefpring drew on,and youth did fill my pores, 

[| Earnelt defirc,breda ſtraying motion, 

Within my breaſt,to ſee the Cambrian ſhoares, 

f That boundes vpon,the all yntamed Ocean: 

Where huge ſtcep rockes, ſhadetheachcouett plaine, 
Beaten with wauecs, from the Hiberian mayne. 


| And in a morne,when Phew faire didrilc, 

{K Out off his bed, the mountaines to diſcouer, 

i __ Climbing the lofty,oreſles of the ſkies, 

F With longing ſteppes,toouertake his louer: | 

| My greedy eyes, deſird to feed their ſight, 
Vpon the ſweerſt,of Camb:iacs delight. 


BE Then did I walke, toward thoſerifing hills, 
Where carctull paſtors,of their Kids were keeping, 
W hi it lazie ſwayncs,thcir fore-duld ſenſes kills, 
| - By ceatercay ning, too much time with ſleeping; 

There did Paſtoraes, with theirroundclayes, 
 Paſſewithdelight,the ſommer oftheir dayeg. 
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There 
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| There might I ſee, the lofty Cedar trees, 
Fro branchto bough, where pritty birds wereskipping, 
T hcir honey leaues, did feede the bulie Bees, 
Vnder whole ſhade,the milke white Dozs were tripping; 
Their ſpreading armes,woare Tuic all combining, 
W hecc might be ſcene, the nimble Squirrell climbin g. 


There did ſce,the valleyes where the flockes, 
Of fearctull Ewes, and tender Lambes were freding, 
Thelittle ſprings, that do runne by the rockes, 
Theleauy ſhrubs,whcre pritty birds were breeding: 
There Philomele,with ſweet recording fills, 
The plaincs with maſicke, ecchoing from the hillcs, 


I walkt along,that fairc adorned field, 
Till chat I came, to a delicious ſpring, 
Whoſe ſmiling current,did ſuch pleaſure yeeld, 
As {iveet content, vnto content could bring: 
- There did Ireſt, and ſtay my felte a while, 
Some tedious howers,thinking to beguile. 


For why that fount,as pleaſantly was plaſt, 
As if delight, ſhould lodge betweene two paps, . 
Freed with content, from Boreas northern blaſt, - 
Or as a Carper,twixt two Ladyes1laps: 
Inviron'd round, withtheir diſphying treſles, 
Whoſe amber ſhade,that golder»Carpet bleſles. 


Faire quiv'ring mirtle, did ingirt theſpring, . 
With Ielamins (weer,and ffowring Eglantiae, 
Vnder whoſe ſhade, the pritty birds did fing, 
M ciodious ſtraines,celcſtall and dinine: 
Wuh Delphian tunes, ſuch asthe muſesplayes, 
Filling the thickets, wth theirſweerdelayes: * 
| B 3 The 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe, 

T he rouling pibbles,and the flinty ſtones, 

Were foftly by, a ſhallow curent turned, 

The murmering water, play'd with ſiluer ton's, 

Loth to depart,and ſtaying, running mourned: 
Whoſe trickling-chriſtall,muſicke-ſounding voice, 
Into mine carcs,did yceld a pleaſing noyſe. 


Such were the murth,and plcaſant harmony, 

The Organ ayre,did gently ſeeme ro make, 

Vith dulccan ſtraynes,of heaucnly melody, 

As once Mercurie whilpred by the Lake: 
Whoſe trembling breath,new deſcants did deuiſe, 
Till 7un0es Argus,ctol'd his hundred eyes, 


Thepritty birds,did beare a ſweete record, 
The bubling ſtreames,the vader-long did keepe, 
Thedallying wind,ſuch muſickedid afford, 
Thar almoſt rockt, my ſenſes faſt a ſleepe: 
And well nearecauſ'd me,for totake anappe, 
As I lay muſing, in yong Telluslappe. 


But then I heard, a (a4 lamenting voyce, 

The which did cut,a paſſage through the ayre, 

And fild the woodes, with ({uch a dolefull noiſe, 

Thar allthe groucs,ſeem'd cloyed vp with cate: 
Which forc'd me, from that place for to ariſe, 
And cloſ'dagaine, my well neere flumbring eyes. 


Then drew Tnecre,aliccleriſing rocke, 
Whereas the wauecs, diddaſh their high curid browes, 
The birds and beaſts, togither they did flocke, 
Cooling themſelucs, vader thoſe ſhady boughes: 
Which dangling hung, like to a golden fleece, 
Overthe hcad,of fayre Anmphriſus neece. 


Ang 


Dolarnys Primeersfe, 
And vnderneath,a pleaſant Hawthornetree, 
The which did grow, neereto that rockic hill, 
There didI ſtand,toliſten and to ee, 
The dolcfull noyſe,the which the ayredid fill: 
I ſtayd not long, but well I might deſcrie, 
V'Vhence did procced,that wofull harmonye; 


For neare thatplacc,aſtately pine did grow, 
Angerly ſhaking,of his leauy crowne, 
Ar whole ſterne fect, the huwble ſhrubs did bow, 
Fearing the terrour,of his rugged frowne: 
Vader whoſe armes, a wotull man did dwell, 
The which did hold,thart bower for his cell, 


Wherc he did often, with lamenting cries, * 

Bewray the caulſc, of all his wocull cares, 

The whichdid ſeeme,topicrce the yaulty ſkies, 

And todiffoluc, hard flints to brintſh teares: 
To fill thewoods,with noylc as loud as thunder, 
To ſplit hard rockes,and rend great trees aſunder, 


Whom whenlT did, with full aſpe&@bchold, 

I muling ſtood, his grieuous grones to hearc, | 

His prayers were plaints, his ſobs his ſolacetold, 

His myrth was moane,his cries were full of care: 
With broken fighes,athouſand times and more, 
Thus he began, his ſorrowesto deplote. 


Why did I breath2why did takethe ayre? 
Why did I ſuck?why was I fed with milke? 
Why was I young?why was I counted faite? 
Why was | nur{t>why was I clad 1n filke: 
Why did Llue?why dyed I not being yong? 
Why wasIluld2why wasI fweetly ſung. 


What 


> o— —  - 
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What cruell planet, gouernd at my birth? 
VVhat diſmall ffarce,thart day or.night did ſhine? 
V Vhat loathſome-vapout,oucrſpread the earth, 
Vpon that ſad , natiu.ty of mine? 
Ordidthe hagges, with all iheir helliſh power, | 
Inchant, bewitch, or curſethat fatall houre? 


O had the Midwife, when ſhe firſt recciu'd me, 
With nimble hand, my vitallpowers ſtopr, 
Or had my nurſe, of liuing breath bereau'd me, 
Theſe fields of forrow, TI had ncuer cropr: _ 
But both I ſyummon,with impartiall eye, 
. As Aﬀtors io, my wofull Tragedy. 


Yet did liue,full twenty ſommers long, 

In ſprings of ioy,0nerumning oucrother, 

How then pooreſoules, could they enaft my wrong? 

No 'twas not they,it was my foſter mother; 
Fortune*rwas thee,that blyſlefftul men doſt ſpight, 
Thou onely ſtolſt from me, my hearts delight. 


Thou tor'ring elfe, with cuer turning wheele, 

Thar firſt did fet, mee ſoft vpon thy knee, 

And gau'ſt meall,thy bleſſings tor toteele, 

What cauf'd thee thus, vnkind to loure on me? 
No'twas not Fortune,ſhe was alwates kinde 
Filling my ſaile,ſtill with a proſperous winde. 


Could any wretch,be then Cinfortunate, 
As I poore {oule, whom Fortune ſeem'd to guide , 
No, fortuneno,it was thy cruell hate, 
The which for me,theſe ſorrowes didfſt prouide: 
Thou art the wretch,thou art the beldame vile, 
Thoudidſt ny h-aucn,my heart,and hope exile. o 
or 


Dolarnys Primeroſe. * 
For when my yeares,hadfurniſht forth my youth] 
And twenty times ,the ſunne had chang'd his light; 
Thou moſt perfidious,wau'ring ſtill in tructh, * 
My ſilly ſoule didſt croſſe,with cruel ſpight: 
And onely thou, by falſhood didſt decciue mee, 
Of ioy and bliſſe,thou didſt at once bereaue mee, 


Thy circled wheele, thou didſt to mee forth bring, 

More richly deckt,then ere it was before, 

Thou lſcrit me genrly,on that fickle ring, 

And gav'ſt me pleaſure, in aboundant ſtore: 
VVith many fauours, ſtill thoudidit belay mee, 
But with thy falſhood.ſtill thou didſt betray mee. 


Thoudrew ſt mee on,with loves intifing bayte, 
To walkethe pathes, where thou a net hadſt laid, 
V'Vuh thouſand ſnares, thou didſt ypon mee waite, 
Varull I was,of all my ioyes betrayd: 
To deſperate dangers,thou didſt cafly wile mee, 
VVhilſt from my life, and loue thou didſt cxile mee, 


Then did this heauy, hermit ſeeming man, 
Srand mutely ſtill, bur ſtill he ſeem'd tomoane, 
His aged viſage, lookt both pale and wan, 
His ſadneſſe he,redoubled with a groanc: 
He ſeem'd a while, vnto himſelfe tomutter, 
But yet no word.at al,l heard him viter, 


Vntill atlength, him did I plainely ſce, 

A ſtately pifture,in his handto take, 
Thewhich I geſt, a holy ſaintto be, 

For that ſo much,of it he ſecm'd to make: 
Hekiſt it oft, and bugdir as helay, 
And thus atlength,toir "_ to ſay. 


Fare 
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Fayre but vakind,no kind-fie too too cruel, 
Thirrtic long years,wich mee haue chee borne, 
Thriſeren yeares told,loues fire nath bene my fuel, 
So ioag my heart,thy tayre imprint hatch worne: 
If Neftors yeares,thrifethree times col I liue, 
My lousz alone, to thee freelic giue. 


Tell mce my louz,tell mee,why did'ſtthoulcane mee? 
V\ hy to thy Loue, didſt thou proue ſo vakind? 
Pardon my deare, was dcach that did deceauec mec,. 
Y et att thou coomv'd,for cuer in my mind: 
Then did he weepe,bewayling of his harmes, 
And with thcle words, heluld it in his armes., 


O had cheſc armes, thy living corps imbrac'd,, 
But halfe ſoofr,as naw they have doonethee,. 
Theſe paths of ſorrow, had neuer trac'd, 
Nor dicdin thrall, but liu'd and died free: 

But fith chouliuing, wert notin my power, 


Llc hugge thy ſhadowe,tillmy lateſt houre, 


With which ſad words, his grow'ling corps did fall, 
With gaſtly colour,ſighs abound-Lamenring , 
Which forc'd mee tew,his {ad and wotull chrall, 
wichrufu!l pittic, a nd withteares telenting;: 

I mouv'd toayde him,yer as loth rofeare him, 

I paul'd a while, before that I camcncare hum. 


For that he then, beganto moue his eyes, 

His earth-like hands, his heauic ironcke did rayſe, 

His fighs d1d yaulr,into the dimmed (kyes, 

His rongue forgat-, not how his louc+o prayſe: 
But fearing leaſt, his ſecrers ſhould be ſpied, 
From our his baxwer, fullſecretly he pried, 


Then 


Dolarnys ? rimeroſe, 

Then with deepe ſighs, he Jid agayne repeate, 

The rate perte&tions,of his long dead loue, 

Hercomly graces, and her geſture neat, 

T hb: which did ſcemethe ſenſlefſe ſtones ro moue: 
Which Jouc-lick plaints,my tongu's too weake to tel, 
His pealtue paſhons,did lo much excell,, 


Nor could a volume,copie his loues deſcriptions, 
T hat were diſlodged, from his wo-ſ\wolae heazr, 
For he recited,with true loues affeftions, 
A thouſand timcs,cach limme and lincall parte: 
All which by him,ſo oft prononnced were, 
That almoſt dud, my ſhailowe lcnſeto heare. 


Yet did his ſweer, fophiſtick ſorrows tie, 
My Leaden pow'rs,in chaynes of iſtn'ng ſtecle, 
With greedy cares,toſucke atentwely, 
His ſugred iobs, the which I ſeem''d to feele: 
For cach {ad ſtraine, that from his lipps did paſſe, 
Bewrayd the birth-right,of his gentle race. 


Then did hetake,a faire delicious lute, 
Whoſe well tun'd ſtring,she rouch' dwith curious (kill, 
Forcing his fingars , with a ſwift purſute, 
To ſirke the frets , of muſicks ground at will: 
Hes nimble hand,guided by ſupple veynes, 
With hcaucnly pawſons,cloſ' d hisdol cfull ſtreynes. 


Not great Apolloes viol-ſounding laies, 

T hat forc'd huge Tmolus,daunce with buskey haire, 

When filly :das, rob'd him of his prayſe, 

Mighe with the deſcants,of his Lute compare: 

And with a tune, would moue a ſtone to pittie, 

He ſadly ſigh'd,and ſong this mournfull dittic. _ 
2 (ns 


The Hermites ſong. 


JT E hilles and dales, 


Yereches and wales, 


Beare witneſſe of my moane: 


Ye water nimphcs, 
Ana pritty Imphes, 
Come ſh with mee andgroane. 
.Comeye Satyres,andye Fawnes, 
Come ye from the pleaſant Lawnes: 
From the groues,and ſhady trees, 
On whoſe Green leaues,the humming bees, 
Their thyes dofill, 
Alt their owne will, 
Andwhereonſtill, 
With futtring wings. poore Progne flees. 


Ye Fairy elues, 
Come ye your ſelues, 
From out each hollow caue: 
Ana Coridon, 
Come thou alone, 
T hy preſence 1 ds crane: 
Fo thy pipe comfortingly, 
Equalleth my harmony. 
Mournfull Amyntas,now and thee 
Are beſt to beare me company: 
For with conſort, 
We may report, 
Onr Loues extort, 


With wofull Fraines of melody. 


And in that Lake to wander: 
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YeSiluansall, 
Both great and ſmall, 
come Liſten to my preefe: 
7ekids and Lambs, 
Come withyouy dams, 
And bring me ſome releefe: 
7 hou maide of Comes,come to me, 
VVith aide in this my miſerie, 
And lead me once FEneas-like, 


Vnto that ugly Stigian dike. 
That 1 may mixes 


Anayet perfixe, 
Mine eye on Stix, 


WhereCerberus liueth, that fowle tyke, 


If that wearie, 

Charons ferrie, 
VVll no ways take mee in: 

Vndoubting harmes, 

VVith theſe mine armes, 
Ilewventurefor to ſwymme: 

For ſometimes his coaleblacke boate, 

Rides net in that road a floate, 
If/o,! willinnowiſeſtay, 
Although -onto mine owne decay 


In-onfearing poar's, 


VVith arming oar s, 
| From off the ſhoars, 
He quicklye poſt from thence day. 


For if that 1, 
Showld chance to die, 


T et ſhould 1 gayne, 
On Lofty ſtraine, 4 
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Aboue-lowe drown d Leander, 
But if that well Tjhouldpaſſe, 
Vely Charous muddeplece, 
Ana happily to land me there, 
VVihin that faire celeſtiall ſphere, 
T hen with ſmall paywe, © 
1 ſhould attaene, 
Elizianplaine: | 
VFhere my loue fits crown'd ina chayre, 


FINIS. 


When he had finiſh't,vp his mourofull ſong, 

He lar'd his lute, downe by his weary fide, 

Hinifelfc he {trecht,vpoa the grafle along, 

Andq with (ad waylings,thus agayne he cry'd: 
How much avayles, it that my trauels tarr, 
Harth not worne out,the print of Cupides skarr? 


What Cheſtizn lan, it that hath not bornemece? 
Whar Ilai:d was.,not ſubie& ro my (tghe? 
How many wonds,and deſerts ſtill doo {corne mee? 
But nothing yeclds,co mce my harrs delight: 
From place to place. Dcfice my corpsdoth carry, 
Which ſame dcfire,there will aot let metaty. 


Then did he ſigh, then wept,then ſigh'd amayne, 
Then wrung his bands, then cried,then croſt his armes, 
Then core his haire,then groand,then wept againe, 
Then with ſad teares, he thus bewayld his harmes: 
Padua farwell,my loue in thee doth he, 
Wrhia thy wals,{ loſt myliberte, "Pp 


Dolarnys Primeroſe; 


And Albion now,to thee my natine home; 

W here firſt I did,receaue my vitall breath, 

Pb. fter all parnes,paine ro thee I come, 

Wihinthy bounds,to giue my ſc}fero death: 

For ſth my loue,my icue hath me fo: laken, 
My laſt farewell,ot Padual hane taken, 


But when alaſſe,when ſhall my ſorrows. end? 
When ſhall I ceaſe,of Padua for to cry? 
When ſhall Eſee,fterne Airopos vabend, 
My wotull threcd,of fad calainitic? 
W hen ſhaj! I Jeaue,in zcalous cloake to ſtand, 


Wh loue-licke cryes, to curſe both ſea and land? 


Olctmeencuer,ceaſe with hideous cryes, . 

With dolctull wnes,and hortcd exclamations, 

Tolcnd my'ſighes,into thelofty {kies, 

And peatce the Chaos, with my.imiocations, 
Vntil theſe cies,chat fed rheir rauir'd fight: 
Vpon Ageſla,be deprii'd of light, 


Theo ſullen earth, with Anger ſownding wo, 

Yeblcating tawncs ſhaded with ſhejuring twigs, 

Ye mutmring watccs,chat with teates oreowe, 

Ye chitping buds,tharchant the danncing ſprigs: 
Comeall at once,your ſadde/! d-icants bring, 
My fayre /Egeflacs, cpitaphsto fg. 


Dead is my loue,dead are my hopes and Toyes, 
accurſed Fates,that ofmy love bereft mee, 

C utft be al hopes, lethopes be hapleſlcroyes, 

For loue,and loy,hope,hap.and all bath left mee: 
, AndTIrcmaint,vnceſſantlie to cry, 


Still lyuing,f}ill,teu thouſand deaths to die.. 


"ag 


O 
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O Let mee curſc,thar day, the time and hower, 
When firſt I left, faire Padua and my loue, 
O letmee curſc,all gold and golden power, 
By whoſe fowle force,theſe vggly ſtorms I prays: 
O let meecurſe,that time that I did gayne, 
The nameof Kaight,toliuein hermites payne. 


But O my Loue, my Louc,and only Ioy, 

My fayre eAgefſa, Zgeſſa Ile cometo thee, 

More fayre then Helen,ſacke of ſtatelic Troye, 

Once more Ile come,to ſewe to court to woo thee: 

— NowT[ will come, tothine immortall ſhrine, 
Wherethou doſt liuc,triumphantand diuine, 


Then why do I,thus linger here and there, 
And ſ{ecke not our,the way t Avernus cauc? 
VWretch that I am, how can Ithus forbeare, 
Pining for want, of that which I would haue? 
I Glaucus-like,do trauell day and night, 
While ſhee by Cuce,is tranſformed quite. 


W herefore Ile go,liketothat Thracian bold, 
With this my lute,my journey will I take, 
Whoſe fretts and ſtrings, Ile frame of glitcing gold, 
Then Orphec-like, Ile crofſe tharmuddic lake: 
And thou fayrePallas,and ye muſes nine, 
My hand and tongue, guide withyour pow'rs diuine, 


Venus T craue, a hclving hand of thee, 

Safe to condu@ mee, through the Lethean fenns, 

And thy ripe wit,lend me ſweet Mercury, 

That I with caſe,may paſſe thatmieric Themmes: 
So that blacke Charon, with his ſwartie oares, 
May ſet mee ſafe,on Demogorgons ſhoar's 


Where 
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Where Orphe-like, toTenarus Ile go, 
Which vgly gate ,doth opcn towards the North, 
T here Cerberus fowle,doth make his trip!c ſhowe, 
There takes hein, but none he wil: pun forth: 

Ye fates voreele,my lou's ſad deſtinie, 

Or I willſceke,her with Perſephone, 


With that he clo{'d,his hollowe wo-ſwolne eyes, 
And ſtretcht his lims, along rhe ſenſelefleground, 
His gaſtly viſage, piezſt the vanltieskyes, 
Sometimes his eyballs; ſeem'd for to turne round: 
With tortur'd groan's,then would he fad!'y gaſpe, 
With emptiepalms,then did he weaklic grafpe. 


 Thendid helie,wvith quiu'ting legs and arms, 


Then groucling craules, then feeblic fall againe, 
Then as one ſttucke,with magick ſpelles and charmes, 
T here would he ſeeme, quite breathleſſe to remaine: 
Thus did helie, thus did he ſometimes welter, 
But then ſtone ſtill, the ſhadows did him ſhelter, 


At whichproſpe&, I could no longer ſtand, 
Pur ſoone did runne,to helpehim in that caſe, 
And warter cold, I brought within my hand, 
Wherewith I rubd, his pale and gallly facc: 
I raiſed him vp,then ſer hina downe againe, 
Thenpuid him here,then thruſt him thenee amay ne. 


Atlengtha ſigh, mixt with a greeuous groanc, 

He ſent to tell, ſome life in him was left, * 

The which did moue, my very heart to moane, 

For that ſo much,of ſenſe he was bereft: 
Yer laboring ſtill, I mod him here and there, 
Vniilatlengb,he aſked who it were, 
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That fo did wake him, from his quier ſleepe, 

Which was ſo much,vnto his hearts content, 

With that he wept,but-ſceming not to weepe, 

Yi For feirethat I, ſhou'd reliſh-whatit ment : 

He wip'd his eyes,that were orc-flow'd with teares, 
And ſeem'd to baniſh,all his former cares. 


Thenynto mee,theſe{peecheshe adteſt; 
How coukd you finde,my fiilieHermirts bower ? 
You d.d not well,to wake mee from my reſt, 
: For in two dayes,I-ſcarſe doo fleepe one-houre- 
Wi Bur that Tam,a Hermut as you ſee, 
ne With goodcaulci, mightwith yoltangriebe.. 


Alas (quoth I ) good gentle father heare mece,. 
And let not anger,harbour in your breſt, 
Aklough ow chidenot,well your looks may feare mee, 
For ages frownes,may brecda youthes vnreſt- 
Then if you pleaſe, to heare what I (hall ſay, 
I will reveale, how.Ldid chancertius way. 


= —" dio. £.- + 


| And ſeeingyenlatd; as Iyou lying found, 
[1/6 Seeming quite breathlefle, in my tudgments eye, 
Pi \\ ith armes.and legges, ſtrerche forcthvpon the ground, 
} Pirty did force,my harmleſic hand to trie: 
| As talfc amaz'd,thevn-approued doubt, 
It Natures taper, were quite waſtzd our. 


For ſurely fri accidentſhouki call mee, 
Vato a chance,ſuch aschischance hathbeene;,, 
Irell you plane, whathap fe erebefall mee, 
The like effeft, in mee ſhould ſure beſeene.: 
For why I.durſt; haue paund my neighbours head... 
Your body had,from out this world beene dead. 
| Theie: 
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Theſe words I vited, ſomthing fmiliogly; 

With hum'rous geſture,and a pleaſing yaine, 

Becauſe I would not, hauc him willingly, 

Thiake that Lknew, aught of his wo and paine : 
And truthto tell, I could no better make them, 
Becauſe that he,could no wayes better take them, 


For then he calmclie, did deſire of mee, 
To ſhew what paſtimes, I did moſt imbrace, 
What country man,and what my name might be; 
And cke what.chance, had brought mee to that place: 
T his did he aske,with words fo fairc and coole, 
As hc his timc,had.ſpentin Nurtures ſchoole, 


I not denying, of his kinde requeſt, 
With ſad diſcourſe,my name and conntry told, 
And ſomelighttoyc,that harbored ia my breſt, 
Idid not let,to him for to vnfold: 
But for the chance,that brought mee to that place, 
Thus did Igloſeit,with a braſca face. 


Aaroraes ſpring,that ripes the golden mornes, 
No ſooner priced, ore the mountaines tops, 
But that the Huntſmen, winded out their hora, 
Calling the Dogs, into a grout cops : 
I follow'd on,at length chere aid appeare, 
Rowſ'd from the wood.a luſtic fallow Deare. 


The houads purſu'd,the huntſmens ecchoing noiſe, 
Did ſeemethroughnut,the ſhadie groues toring, 
Vnskild of horne,ſcarſe with a huatſmans voice, 
I follow'd ſtill, to ſee that nouell thiag : 

'Twerefoll'in me;T herſtes like to vauntit, 

But the hun; \men,and rhe hounds did chauat tt, 
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The preened hart, with teares bewayles his caſc, 

The egit dogs, di dl iohtly paſſe the grounds, 

A Padian brach, was formoſtin the chaſe, 

For ſh: did leadeche other crie of hounds: 
Which cauſ'd the hart,to ſcud with mimble heels, 
Ore hulls and dales,ore craggie bracks and ficlds. 


Then did he fall , into a heard of deere, 
Then tothe foile, then to the heard againe, 
Theninthe woodes , he faintlye did appeere, 
Then ore the mountaines,thenceinto a plaine: 
_ all this while, the houndes had nor a checke, 
Buc ſtill did ſeeme , fo take him by the necke. 


And formoſt ſtill, that faire Trahan hounde, 
The which was chought ,to be of Spartan kinde, 
Of all thereſt,ſhe ſeem'd to gather oround, 
For ſhe did run,as ſwift as any winde: 
Which cauf F the deere, in'snec'ce tolaie his hornes, 
And ſo to poſt,through brambles, briers and choracs. 


The huntſmen glad, to ſee their ſport ſo good, 

Did winde their hornes,to courazze vp their houndes, 

T he filhe deere , did haſten tothe wood , 

The dogs full crye, did keepea narrowe bourdes: 
So: hat ſometimes, they ſeem'd fiis hancherto nijpp, 
which cauſ'd him fecblie, from there gripes to ſlippe. 


Ore buſhe and brier.,the dogs did ſeeme to make him, 

Bounce, leave ,and ſkippe, when he could ſcarſely go, 

I follow ſtill. but could nor overtake him, 

Yerd.d 1 crofſe , and meecte him to and fro: : 
Then in the Croues , the houndes did ring apace, 


with yelping voyccs, inthat ſollemne chace, 
Then 


Dolarggs Primroſe. 
Then here,thenthere,the ecchoing wood reſounded, 
Of thoſc ſhrillnotes,diſplay'd with hornes and hounds, 
The noyle whereof, into the skies rebaunded; + 
oughout thehills,and all the daly groutids: 
Which paſtimerare,my tongue denyes totell, 
The hunting mulicke, did ſo much cxcell. 


Then for to meate,the gatne ancerer way, / 

L walkt along,adale hard by a fountaine, + 

Whereas a whke,to drinke I there did ſtay, 

Then did I c'imbe,thetop of yonder mountaine: 
Where I might view, at large the vally grounds, 


But could not heare, the huntſmen nor the hounds. 
Then looking tow rd,this little ſhady plaine, 


Like a yong luntſman, I began to call, 
Whereas me thought, one anſwered me againe, 
T hat ſeed my voyce,ia his for to inſtall: 

I lomething angry, came along the'ground, 


But then I knew,it was an ecchoes ſound, 


Thus hauing loſt,the ſport I came to ſee, 

17g not where,to ſceke the ſame againe, 

with,my weary legs agree, 

Homeward to go,thorough this couert plaine: 
Thus leaving off, the luſty red: Deeres chaſe, 


It was my chance, to finde youin this place. 


And known 
My winde di 


Then howſoere,lI pray you pardon mee, 
Were you aſleepe, or were you ina ſownd, 
Or 11 a traunce,as ſo you well might be, 

But ſurely dead,you ſcem'd when I you found: 
Chance is but chance,then for this chice excuſe me, 
Sith 1n my thoughts,I did no whit abuſe ye. 
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. And morewill tell you,if you do requeſt it, 


Belornys Privaerdfe, 
Thus haue Ttold you,all you did demand, 


Ther's nothing lieth, withm my powerlefſe hand, 
Bur age ſhall haue it,els I will dereſtir: 
Then aſke and haue, ther's nought conliſtsin mee, 
Bur you free owner,of the ſame ſhalbe. 


Thea did hee ſeeme, to cloake both wrath and loue, 
The heate of one, did quench the others fire, 
WW here two extremes;in one dothrfeeme to moue, 
It qualificth,the hotneſſe of defire- 
For neither mou'd, with louenorfrerfull ſpleene, 
Cladmtheſe words, his ſpeech was neatly ſcene. 


Your curteſies,excel farre my defert, 

My metits no way , can them counteruayle, 

Bur if my loue,or aught within my heart, 

Can cquall them,] will in no wayes fayle : 
But what you haue, in kindenefle ſhew'd to mee, 
By mee ſhall no wayes,varequited bee. 


For looke what nurture, doth by nature owe, 

Vato aſtranger,you haue ſhewed to mee, 

Then if thatI,a ſtranger ſhould not ſhowe, 

Such curteous deeds, as might with yours agree: 
Well mightI gaine,my elfe a ſcandall crime, 
And ſhew miſf-ſpent,the trauells of my time. 


Bur fith that now, the ſunne hath well neare paſt, 
His halte dates courſe,climbing the lofty ſphere, 
Andthat long trauell, in yourlims hath plaſt, 
Hungar and thirſt, with hunting of the Deere: 
Let me intreate you, with theſc cates of minc, 
In this my bower,this once with mee to dine. 


Dolaynys Primeroſe, 


T gauchimthankes,and ſeem'd right well content, 
Art which my words, the Hermit turn'd him round, 


Vato his ſcrip,he then direMly went, 
Takiog a c!oth,and fpred it on the ground: 
And as his cloth,;and cates heneatly layed, 


With ſmyling teatmes,theſe words to mee he layd. 


Sir thinke not row,your felfe in towne or court, 
For todce pampetrd, with delicious fare, 
For heie remaynes,no pompe nor ſtately port, 
Bit thinke you here, inutorn'd round withcare:. 
Here vie we not, our bellics for to fill, 
But feed at neede, ſterne lungar for to k!).. 


With that hee went, to fetch ſome water in, . 
While Iſtood muling,for to ſee his fare, 

For hee hadſer,a {kull for to begin, 

YVhich would haue moou'd;a proigall to care: 


And right againſtir,ſtood anhoare glatle; 


Where one might ſee, how ſwiftly time did paſlc.. 


Then did he ſer, an earthen pot of flowers, 

Whoſe colour cleare, was withered quite away, 

Thendid he ſet,twoother,whoſe fai-e powers, 

Seem'd to contayne,the pleaſures of the day: 
And then a booke, and then a little bell, 


Bur whatthat ment,my ſcafes could not tell. 


No bic of meate,vponthe table ſtood, 
Butſome fewe rootes,the which alone did he, 
Alas thought, I;thisis butfimple food, 
Yet for this once,] will not him deny: 
But I will fir, and thinkeT haue good meate, 
That Imay ſec, howhe theſeccatcs wil cate. . 


Then : 
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Then with bis vitcher,he came 1a agatne, 
Fill d with fayre water,fiom a fountaine cleare, 
And purer farre,thenfiluer drops of raine, 
That falleth in,the Aprill ofthe yeare: 
Then with theſe words, he tooke mee by the land, 
You ſce your fare, thendoo not muſing ſtand, 


But ſit you downe,vpon theſe flowers by mec, 

Although courſe fare, to dianer you ſhall haue, 

Yet ſi: I pray,and beare niee companye; 

For nere good fare,was in a Heremits caue: 
Yetifthat want,thereof your ſenſe doth dull, 
Our tableralke,ſhall ſurely fill you full. 


Then ſat I downe, vpon the carpet grafle, 
Where after thankes,to God tor that our meate, 
He did begin, rhe dianer time to paſſe, 
With ſad difcourſe,byr nat a bit did cate: 

For inhis hand, he tooke the dead mans ſcul, 


The which did ſeeme,to fill his omacke fill. 


He heldit Rill,in lus fiiulter hand, 

Andturn'd it ſoft, and i{troaktic withthe other, 

He {mild onit,and oft demurely faund, 

As ithad beene,the head of his owne brother: 
Ofr would Ifhaue ſpoke,but ſomething bred delay; 
Ar lengch halfe weepizgztacſe words didhe ſay. 


This barren ſcull,that here you do beho!d, 
Why might it not,haue beene an Emperonrs head? 
Whoſe ſtore-houſe rich, was heap'd with maſſy gold, 
If ic were ſo,allthat to him r; dead: | 

His Empire crowne,hus dignt:ies and all, 

When death tooke him, all them from him did fall. 
Why 


Dolarnys Primeroſe. 
Why mightnot this,an Empreſle head haue beene, 
Althoughnowebare,with earth and crooked age? 
Perhaps itwas,the head of ſome great Queene, 
Vertuousin youth, though now ſpoild with earths rage: 
Well if irwere,ſo richatreaſure once, 
Now tis no more but rattling gaſtly bones, 


Say that it were,the head of ſome great man, 
Thar wiſely ſearcht andpri'd out cuery caule, 
Ard that 1:uented,eu'ry day to tkanne, 
The deepe d:ſtnions,of all ſorts of laws: 
And ſomrimes {o,cut off his neig}bours head, 
Why if 1t were, himſclfe is now but dead, 


And might it not,a Lady ſomtimes joye, 

T haue deckt,andtrim'd,thisnow rainbeaten face, 

With mary a trick,and new-found pleaſing toye? 

W hich it that now,ſhe did behold her caſe: 
Alchough oncarth,ſhewere for to remaine, 
S:.e would not paint,nortrimmeit vp againe. | 


\\ hy might notthis,haue beene ſome lawiers pate, 
Lhe which ſometimes, brib'd, brawPd,and tooke a fee, 
And lawe exacted,to the higheſt rate? 
Why might not this, beſucha one as he? 
Your quirks,and quillets,now fir where be they, 
Now he is mute,and nota word can ſay, 0 


Why might not this,haue garniſht forth ſome dame, 
Whoſe foledcelight, was in ker dogand fanne, 
Her Foun ,and mal ke,tp keepe her from the aime, 
Of Phebus heate,her hands or facetotanne: 
Perhaps this might,in euery fort agree, | | 
To be the head,of ſucha one as ſhee. 
| E 
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Or why not thus, fome filthie pander lane, 

That broaker. like;his ſoule doth ſet and icll, © 

'u Might not haue dyed,andin an honeſt graue, 

x! Afrer his death, gone thether for to dwell : 

Mg And I comethere,long after he were dead, 
He: - - And purchaſe fo, his falthy panders head. 


Wi; Or ſay twere thus, ſomerhree chind foggie dame, 
) 1 The which was ſo, but thena bawd was turn'd, 
| | And kept a houſe,ofwanton Venw game, 
"i Varill ſuch time, her chimneis all were burn'd: 
vl 4: And there ſome one, with Gallsan ſpice well ſped, 
| } May dye of that, and this mightbe her head, 
f 
ll But O I runne,[I runne too farre aſtray, 
us And prate and talke,my wits quite out of doore, 
{ 4 Say twerea King, Queene, Lord,or Lady gay, 
Wi A Lawycr,Minion,Pander,or a whore: | 
2 [fit werenoble, t'were not for mee to creake on. 


If it were baſe,it were too vile toſpeake on. 
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But what ſo ereit was,now'tis but this, 
A dead mans ſcull,vſurped from his graue, 
Yet dooTI makeit, ſtill my formoſt diſh, 
For why ? 'tis all the comforttharT haue: 
In that I may,when any dinewith mee, 
Shew what they were,and cke whatthey ſhall bee. 
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fi Then onthe cloath, he ſet it downeagaine, 

| And with a ſigh, hart-deepe with halfe a groane, 

Which drew falt tearcs,from ont his eycs amainc, 

Although he cloak'd them,with a prittie moane : 
Well fir quoth hc,alchough your chear's not great, 


This 1s the ſawſe,you ſhall hauc to your meate. | 
| = Which | 
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Which1 no nigard, wiſh you not to ſpare, 

Although tbe anilldigeſting meate, 

Yerſuchu isthat we muſt knowe and heare, 

Though wee net that, yertthat our lives will cate: 
And who ſocre, with in my bowre ſhall dine, 
Shall taſt this ſawſc,cre any cates of mine. 


Then did hee giue, mee of his rootic foode, 
And bad meceate , and heerooke ofthe ſame, 
Hee cate thereof, afftirnung it were good, 
Bur Ito taſte ut, knew not how to frame: 
And yct becauſe, that I was hunger-beaten, 
I chaw'da bit, andſcem'd as though T had caten, 


Then did hetake, his pitchctin his hand, 
And courteouſly,did profler drinke to mee, 
Iwi'd himdrinke, and] at his commande, 
Nextetaſter of , that ſame his drinke woulde bec: 
Hee dronke thereof , and aftcr ſo did]T, 
And ſcttthe port, vpon the ground vs by. 


Thenin his hand, he tooke the houre glaſle, 
And theſelike wordsgto me he did bewraye, 
Behold ſaith he, how here the time doth paſlc, 
Tread you vpright,orgo you quite aſtray: 


And cecaſcthnot,vntillyo be doonc. 


Here may you ſee, how $5 time doth runne, 


This glaſſe cuen now,was full ofſlipery fand, 
This glaſſecyen now,waslike the prime of youth, 
This glafle cuen now,was fill d with-plentycs hand, 
Oaly iu this, you may behol4T imes truth: 
Here you may ſce,that timeis alwayes ſliding, 
This is a mirrour,of fickle tims abiding, 
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Sec how it gides,ſee,ſee, how faſtirranne, 
Si; ag99d ute, vponthis time did dwell, 


© 4 cert not to ſDone, his houre ſhould be come, 
us I {2211 vertue,others did excel: 
4 | IN »,were he Moſes, Dauidor Salomon, 


His time thus comezlis life muſt needs be gon, 


; | ; Now's {:.! o1t,the lamoe hath burndthe oyle, 
« Tis hoares funne, withinthEis glaſle is ſer, 
Were this 1 13n3,hc now were fcee'd from toyle, 


Wi All earthly labors.now he would forget: 

vry And as this {:nd,'vithinthis glaſle lie ſtill, 

F $9 ſhould tle earchyhis breathleſſe body hill. 

on Without more words,the: ga hedid fet downe, . 
41; , : , . 

[1's An. tooke two potts,of flowers in his hands, 


tf Hee kait his bro\ves,and-ſcemed. for tofrowne, 
Ms Yet of the vertues,thus atlengch he kans: 


[- Thele with red lowers,were as faire astheſe, 

"dl L: And theſe faire lowers,wi!be as foule as theſe. 

l _ | This pot of lowers,that dead and withred be, 

by Ja prime of ſhew,but yeſterday were growing, 

| 4. Their blaſted lookes, thus faded as youſce, 

\Þ. Vere yeſterday,both pleaſant freſh and flowing: 

WT W hat wee are all, by theſe wee may deuine, 

os VVaea death {hall cut,our tared and fatall line. 
Ji - And theſe faire lowers,thatnow ſo faire dooſeeme; 
qt Whoſe powers were foſter'd, withthis mornings deaw, 
1 : Their gaudy time;as I'do iuſtly deeme, 


I; nig!1 halfe ſpent,as triall ſhall proue true: 
For ere their lookes,themorrowlight ſhall ſee, 


Their pleaſant hewe,full with'red offſhalbe. 
Theſe 
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Theſe faded flowers,arelike vitothe'man; 
The which cold dead,vponthe ground doth lie, 
Wrh gaſtly colour,vitage pale and wan, 
And many mourners,him atending by: 
His life thus gon, his body nothing craue, 
Burto be hid, within an.carthly graue. 


The with'red flowers,then he did ſet downe, 
And tooke the flowers,cquallto the other, 
W hich when they were,cach one by other ſhowne, 
Scarle could Ideeme;the on's hew from the other: 
But that the laſt,in's right hand he did hold, 
;The firſt ofthem,hus left hand did infold: 


Then with ſad lookes,he figh't and thus beſpake, 

Behold theſe flowers,a paradoxin yeares, 

W ich ſuch remorſe, theſe ſpeeches fromhim brake, 

Thar hee did partly, ſmother them with teares: 
Behold(quotihe)the manthat liues in payne, 
And eke the man,that doth in joye remaiue. 


Thele flowers(quothhe)his righrhid flowers meaning, 
Doth repreſent, the life,ofhappic men, 
The which with vertue,in their bounds conteining, 
Doleadetheir liuc;,that noae may looke ager: 

Whole humane courſe,no mar hath euer ſcene, 

To be corupt,with frerfullire or ſpleere. 


Theſe flowersare like,the man who from his youth, 

Hath led his life,inpathes of vpright wayes, 

Thare like to him, that ſtrayth not. from therruth, 

Burthues in goodneſle,all his yourhfull dayes; 
Thare like to him,whoſe yeares doo not decay, 
Bur liueth young,vnrill his lateſt day. 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe. 
Theſe flow rs(quoth he, )were croprrwo days ago; 
Bur yet doo keepe,, their pertett colour ſtill, 

The water is,the cauſe why they doc ſo, 

For why?bcim-full,chis ſmall por I did fill 
So looke where vertu's,filld with ſweet content, 
Therc life or colour, will not ſoone be ſpear. 


Yet cuen as beauty,fromtheſe pretty lowers, 
Though moiſtly kept,ar length wil quite conſu;ne, 
So ſhall that man,who hath with all his powers, 
Decked him ſelfe,in vertucs ſweet perfume: 


' For though he fecds,long on moiſt yertwes breath, 
Yet atthe length, he yeclds him(dlfe to death. 


Then did helooke,vpon his lefrhand flowers, 
Alaſſe(quoth he,)me thinks I ſce you fade, 
Thedrouth ofwo, conſumeth all your powers, 
Y' are burnt with heat.though always kept ia ſhade: 
For cuen as care,like fire conſumes a man, 
So drouth in ſhade, your beaureous colours tavne, + 


Theſe flow'rs are like, the willfall prodigall, 
Thar vathrifc-like, ſpendech his youthfuli dayes, 
M-ouaring vpſtili,cucn ſodenly to fall, 
By in direQting,of his willfull wayes: 

His riotous life, his royes and lauiſh tongue, 


Makes him looke 0!d,when that he is bur young. 


Th ac hketo him,that wantons it abroad, 

With m:dmghtreuills, kept in Venus-comt, 

Spar ng no coſt, but lai'th on golden loade, 

Andin a brothel;keeps Lordly port:, 
Bu: whea his purſe, and vaynes 2realldrawn dryc, | 
Though he's bat young, he looges as he would dic: 

| Ttrarc 
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Thr arenot vnlike,a vertuous nurtur'd child, 


Thewhich did flowriſh,in his tenderycares, 
But got thereines,grows headftrong proud and wilde, 
Till all bis graine1s turn'd co frutleffe ares: 

Then full of care, he leaues his fooliſh joy, 

And looks like age,whecn he is but a boic., 


Good (ir(quoth he,)thus haue I to you ſhowne, 
Thevettu's of, theſe ſeucrall ſorts of diſhes, 
My glaſſe and flowers,youthetaft hauc knowne, 
Although not filld,with fleſh nor dayntic fiſhes: 
And with thoſe words, he did ſet downe the flowers, 
Feeding againe,for torcuiue his powers, 


Not paſt two bits, the filly man did cate, 

When in his hand, he tooke the booke and bell, 

And thus of them, began for to intrear, 

Whilſt droping teares,from his ſad cics befel: 
This booke(quoth he)a mans ſhape ſeems to haue, 
Andthus the bell Fthatcalshimtohis graue. 


This Little booke, preſents thelife of man, as 
Wherein is wrap'd,the ſubſtance ofhis ſoule, _ 
Which bc itfreſb,or be it pale or wan, | 
T* muſt (eparate,when as this bell doth toule: 
How vertuous, bad, or pure ſoere jt be 


When death doth call,ſoule muſkfrom body flee. 
Wrthin this booke,doth ſpring the well of life, | 
Which fountaine clearc,giues drinke to al that craues it 
Heareli'th the ſword.that ends all Kindes of firife, 
Deny'd tonone, bur all that ſeeks ic hauc it: 


And they that vſe,this ſword,or water cleare, 
This bells alarum,nced not for to feare. 
Within 
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Within this booke, good m2n renew their ſighe, 
Whea as they bathe,their liquid veines therein : 
To hearc this bell, it doth their {oules delight, 
They feare not death,they force him not a pin : 
For when ſterne death,thinkes moſttheir ſoules tanoy, 
Tis 15 their ſhield,they thinke him but atoy, 


This booke(quoth he)ſhould Vſurers behold, 

And foule viurpers,of their neighbours land, 

That robs the poore, and heapes vp hoordes of gold, 

Tonoteirwell,they would amazed ſtand : 
Andfromrthoſelands,and bagges of money fall, 
For fearethis Bell, to Limbe ſhould chem call, 


It drunkards,gluttons,or laſctuious men, 

Would deeply diue,into this ſmall bookes lines, 

Their owne black leaues,they would curneo:e ag2n, 

And ſoone bewaile,their monſter like ſpenttimes: 
Arming themſelues,with this,the (courge of hell, 
Leaſtthcy ſhould feare, the tolling ofthe Bell, 


Or if that they, who ſwell with haughty pride, 
Within this booke, ſhould make theic iooking-glaſle, 
Orit falſe theeues, ſhould here heir ſhares diuide, 
And view it well,beforethey hence did paſſ:: 

Pride and Celeno,they would both go pray, 
For fearethus Bell,to hell ſhould them conuay. 


But ifa good,andvertuous liuing man, 

Should chanceto prie,within this little booke, 
He neede not feare, for he already can, 

Tier calmie lines with faire digeſtare brooke : 
If death him call,he doth hin ſtraight dehie, 
Only he knowes,from this world he muſt dye. 


This 


| 
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This Bell preſents, the Cricr of a Court, 
The which in time,doth call both good and bad; 
Each man thereto, muſt duly make reſort, 

For when he calles,an anſwer muſt be had : 


And when pale death, ſhall ſhut vp all ourpowers, 
Thedolctullbell,doth ſtrike our lateſt houres, 


With which ſad words, he ſerthem on the cloath, 

Now ſir(quoth he) yhauctaſted all my fare, 

The which to ſhew.to ſome I would beloath, 

But ſpeakeT pray,how dooyee like this cheeres 
Well : but meethinkes, tis ill digeſting food, 
No fir quoth he, 'tis pleafant ſweet and good, 


For ifa Prince,ſhould chance to come this way, 
Andin mine Arbour,fit asnow you doo, 
Theſe cates and cheere, to him I would forthlay, 
And pray himlooke,and taſte vponir too: 
And would notlet,his pardon forto craue, 
Totell him this, doth repreſent his graue. 


Or if a Queene, wich all her courtly traine, 
Ofſtates and peeres.of Lords and Ladies gay, 
Should come within,this lirtle ſhadieplaine, 
And.in the Cell of poore Maluchss ſtay : 
What ſhould detaine, my tongue it might not tell, 
They muſt not aye,in carrhly pleaſures dwell? 


Let all the Lawyers,lodg'd within new Troy, 
Andall the dames,that mincing minions are, 
The pandar ſlaues,and ſtrumpets ſeeming coye, 
Come hereto mee,and none of them Ile ſpate : 
But tell them all, and chat with ſmall offence, 


pF 


T heir time will come, and that they muſt pack hence. 
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If miſtrefſe Mazdlin,with her golden locks; = 
Whoſe lemman knowes, his well-grift-forked browes, 


Or miſtreſſe Maukin,who ſaterwiſe? th ſocks, . 
Should vndcrmine,theſe Hermit- ſhading bowes: 
I would natler, their perſon thus to greete, 

Amend,your end,is but a winding ſheete. 


Let them that ſpend,the flower of their time, 
TheYenuswanton,and the prodigall, 
Who doo not.take, the ſunne while it doth ſhine, 
Bur let it paſſe, andthinke not of their fall ; 

Let them come here, but oaccand dine with mee,, 


Andhere Ile tellthem,what their end ſhall bee. 
Letthoſc that hoard,vp gold and filuer ſtore, 


And ncuer thinkes;to part fromit againe, 

But ſterue poore Orphans,at their wretched dore, 

And illic ſoules, for want thereof are {laine : 
Letthem looke here, here ſhall they plainly ſce, 
At their laſt houre, what their beſt end ſhall b.e, 


Let pride,and theft, and glutton-drunkenneſle, 
Andall the tribe, of miſcreantdemcanour, 
With all Iaſciuious, folly and excecſle, 
Repaire to this,my little ſhadie bower:: 

And raſte this fare, as you haue done with mee, 


Then ſhall they know,wharzthcir beſt end ſhall be.. 


Yet fir,quoth he,farre be it from your hearr; 

Thatyou ſhould take,a bad conceipt herein, 

Butof my words,and cheere recciue a part, 

And thinke you welcome, to this homely Inne:: 
Nor dool ſpeake it,þut that you ſhould gaine,. 
Some pleaſure by, your long ſpent time andpaine. 


But 
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 ButnowTI ſce,an houre is fully ſpent, 


Since we ſat downe, within this homely place, 
Wherefore if you, be therewithall content, 
Weelz endour dinner,with a thankfull grace : 
Which being done,jf that you pleaſe to ſtay, 
 Wewill diſcouſe,to ſpendthis Summers day; 


I was content, the dutie was cftced, 

The borde was drawne,and all was laid afide, 

Each on his ſeate,in ſhadow ſweet eleQed, 

Aild then the Hermit,thus his ſpeech did'guide: 
Good fir(quoth he)now doo1 callrominde, 
The Paduanbrach,thatwas of Spartan kinde. 


I pray youtcll mec,doo you know her maiſter, 

I aske notthat,a HuntſmanT would be, 

Burt char T heard, you ſay ſhe did runne faſter, 

Then all the hounds,in that wood ſounding crye : 
Faine would I know, him that in P aaa ought her, 
Andcke the man,that into Albjon brought her, 


I bluſht to heare,himnamethe dogge againe, 

That I had nam'd.burncither ſcene, nor found, 

For why? the hunting was a morall plaine, 

Himſelfe the Hart, his loue the Paduanhound : 

| Yet thatTI miglit,prote& my leltc from ſhame, 
Thus vato him,an anſwer I did frame. 


Sir,that faire brach, a curteous Knight doth keepe, 
Who in his armes, will hugge the tatling elf, 
Andin his boſome.ſuffers her to creepe, | 
Sothat the Ape, growes curſt,and bices himſelfe : 
And wer't notthar, I ſhould be thought to gloty, 
Ot chemI could,diſcourſc a pretty Roric. / 
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NG fir,quoth he,if thatyou pleaſeto tell, 
That faire diſcourſe, deriu'd from /taly, 

I cannot thinke, that glory yaine doth dwell, 
Within that breſt, where vertue ſeemesto lic : 

Nor will ſofter, you to take the paine, 
Valeſſe dy lotr, you doo the place attaine, 


For that from Pauua,] did late returne, 

And with theſe cyes, I ſadly did behold, 

A ſight the which,doth cauſe mee yetto mourne; 

The which my tongue,did neuer yer vnfold-: 
Wherefore by lot, we may diſcerneright well, 


Which of vs two,the firſt diſcourſe ſhall tell. 


Thelots were caſt,the Hermits was the charge, 
He muſt prepare,to tell the firſt diſcourle, 
When I did thinke,thatT ſhould heare at large, 
His louc-fick paſſions, ſighed with remorle : 
Bur he as one,thatrcueld in diſpaire, 
Began this Romazre ſtorie to declare, 
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The Hermites diſcourſe; 


VV Here griſly cares;floweth votamed tides, 
Within the Occanof a penſiue breſt; 
There ſotrowes ſhip, tillat an anchor rides, 
Bcaten with waucs,of boiling thoughts vnreſt: 
Whole ſtormes of ſighes, againſt thar ſhip is ſent, 
Vatill her heart-wosne,cacklinggall are rent, 


For 


Dolarnys Primerofe, 

For when my hart, began to harbour priefe, 

Andthat my thoughts, had entertayned wo, 

In deſerts wilde,I fought to finde releeſe, 

And path-les paths,my vncouth ſteps did know: 
Vntill at length, I did behold and ſee, 
Eachſenſelefle creature,boyſtrous ſtormes did flee. 


The ſtormes did force, the Lyor. leauc his pray, 

The wily Foxto haſten to his hoale, 

Theſtormes did force, the VVolfe to houle and bray, 

The hinde to ſteale.rto covert with her foale. ; 
The ſtormes did force,th' Antilop for to hide her, 
In ſhelters ſafe, conducted by the Tier. 


The vgly Bcare,vnto her whelps did runne, 
The briſtled Bore,retired from his food, 
Thebounſing Doa,vnto the brakes did come, 
The fecarefull hare,did haſten to the wood: 
* Andallthe beafts,that natures art did mould, 
Some harbour ſought,to keepe them fromthe cold. 


Then did I likewiſe, to my Chamber go, 
Whoſe walls were painted, with oreflowing teares, 
Mixt with the colour,of diſtrefſe and wo, 
Drawne out with knots, ofhopeleſle griefcand feares-. 
My bed of forrowe,I had lately bought, 
My ſheets with ſighs, moſt ſumprouſly were wroughs. 


JAKE 


My bolſter filtd,with ſad lamenting groanes, 
My pyllewe all; mbrodred orewith care, 
My blanckers framed,full of wayling moanes, 
My couering,imboſted with diſpaire: 
Thus was my Cl:amber,deckr oneuery fide, 
With wo and pricte, wherein 1did abice. 
F 3 | Where 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe, 


WhereThad time,and place inough tomourne, 
Wirth faintiag teares,there might] feaſtmy fill, 
There might my ſighs, redoubled well returne, 
From hollow vaults,and ew'ry little hill; 
Thereto my ſelfe, my ſelfe was left aloane, 
None lefttoheare, the tenureofmy moane. 


For if ttere had, perhaps they would but ſmile, 

And laugh,and ſcoftc,at my fad foules |ament, 

\Vhere,with the ſighs,thatT didtimebeguile, 

\Vould ſhake great hilles,or ſtony rockes haue rent: 
Burt ſuch they were,asto my ſelfe were caſing, 
Content my minde, and to my ſelfe were pleaſing, 


Ten thouſand fighs,]I ſent to fill theaire, 

When from the aire,I ſuckt them vp againe, 

A thouſand times, I didrepeate my care, 

When ſtill my care,did with my ſelfe remaine: 
I figh'd, I ſobd,and weeping,hands did wring, d 
And ſometimes ſong,my woes wich ſonnctting, 


But after that, Thad my ſelfe tormented, 
With horred groanes,wheron day-ic {ed, 
So that the rugged,breathleſſe ſtone; lamented, 
I wrapt my ſelfe,in that care couer*d bed: 
Wherethus my thoughts, did meditate on gricfe, 
Not knowing how,nor where to ft1derelecte. 


The malecontent,is wayted on with wo, 

The Louers life,is care orc-guilt with ioyes, 
The penitent, his breſt with fobs doth flowe, 
Shedding outteares,his penſiue ſQule auoydes? 
Sighes at a beck,to each of them do fall, 
Sorrow doth fit, atending on them all. 


Dolarnys Primere/e, 


The malecontent,he —_— eates nor ſleeps, 
But meduates,vponhe knowes not what, 
His daring etes,vpon the earth ſtill peepes, 
But what he ſeckes, his ſenſes quite forgat: 
His ſullen thou - 495 wa feede on bitter oall, 
Moſtis his mirth, when greateſtis his thrall. 


Farre more hee labours,in his troubled minde, * 
Then all the Plough-men,in a thou/and feelds, 
His harueſt reapt,when ſeaſons are moſt kinde, 
Leſſeis his gaine, then leaſt of all theirs yee1ds: 
Hee thinkes his ſtate,is happier then many, 
Yer loues, nos hates,nor feares,nor cares forany. 


His life he loues,as men lones fommers ſhowe, 

For liie and death,are both to him all one, 

A life to death, he's ſure tat he doth owe, 

Hee death imbraceth,erethat his life is gone: (him) 


— Withthis his vayne, heethinkes the Gods haue bleſ 


Andinthis vaine,he goth a while to reſt him, 


The Louer ſad, I moane with kinde remorſe, 
For why ? I knowe no ſurgeon can him cure, 
His vnſecne wounds,ate of fo ſtrange a force, 

T har living long,no wight can them indure: 

| HMe's ſrizinghotte,and liuing alwayes dead, 


Diſpayring hopes,and looſing thinkes him ſped, 


He's well yer ficke,and knowes not wher's his pricfe,. 
He's burning cold, he hath and yer he { kants, 
He's ſeeking ſtill, though neuer findes relecte,. 
His heart ſecmes pleaſ'd,yet that he wiſh he wants: , 
Twixt two extreames,his ſhip is alwaies ſayling, 
E Heethinkes him ſped, when all lus baits.aue fayli g 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe. 
Flee mourningſings,hee ſmiles in ſorrow ſad, 
Hee dying liues,and liues by alwates dying, 
Heenought inioyes,yet withhis nothing glad, 
Hee ſtill purſewes, where hee fees nothing flying: 
His reſtlee yangs,would make a world to wonder, 
Yet drowtſte {leep,doth force him toa ſlumber, 


The penitent,that doth in anguiſh payne, 

Hee ſinking ſwims,in gulfes ofdeepe diſpaire, 

In ſhade he fitts,his ſunne doth fildome ſhine, 

His drinke is wo,his meate is clogged care: 
Hee hopes,hefeares,andthus inhopingioyes, 
Hope makes him glad,but fearing him annoyes, 


To vncouth places, he doth alwayes hant, 
His penfine conſcience,wills him there to wander, 
His tort'red body,ſeemes to feele more want, 
Then for his Hero,did lone-drown'd Leander: 
No deſert darke,norpleaſan: lawne long holds him, 
But weary ſtill, his tute armes infolds him, 


He ſighing peeps, from earth vnto the ſkies, 
Then wofull lookes,from 1 kie to carthagaine, 
From earth hecame,in heauen his comfort lies, 
T hu; cn he wakes, twixt mutuall oy and paine: 
In gariicm nigit,noryetin pleaſing day, 
His lite ee ſtands,ar one contented ſtaye. 


Well do I know,the teares and bitter moane, 
The penitent, doth vttet with his waylinp, 
For jnthat griefe,Ifcele my ſelfe as one,” 
T hat haue a ſhip, within that Ocean ſayling: 
And hopeart length, wick others that hane ſtore, 
To bring my ſhip,vnto a happy ſhore, _ 
Y us 


Dolarnys Primevofe. 
Thus did I lie, with ſundry meditations, | TY 
Thus were my thoughts, with divers changes led, 
Which muſings were,my chiefeſtconſolations, 
Till drowfie fleepe,was hanging in my head: 
Which then began,my ſenſes to ſurpriſe, 
Binding the deawie,cloſures ofmine cies, 


But ſlumber ſoft,no ſooner had incloſd, 
The watry windows, of my wofull cies, 
When as mee thought,a champion bold oppoſd, 
My ſleeping ſenſes, with ſad miſeries : 
Vho!e warlikelims,in iron rough were girt, 


The which deſcry'd,the courage of his heart, 


His burgonet;his vaunbrace andhis ſheeld, 

Were framed all,of fire tempered ſtecle, 

Wirth golden ſtarres,amid a fable feeld, 

VW hoſe mailie ſubſtance, I did ſeeme to feele: 
Fixt was his beauer,voyd of plumic fanne, 
Or quainte deuiſe,vpon his helmeto ſtande. 


At which dread fight,my ſenſes were amazed, 
Though drowſte winkes,did rock them till aſleepe, 
Mine cies did ſeeme,to wake,and waking gazed, 
Yer heauic {lumbers,clofly did them keepe: 

Bur then his voice,that ſeem'd my heartto ſhake, 


Vnbound his tongue, whichthen theſe words beſpake, 


Awake,awake,ye winged wits of Rome, 

Your flying fancies,wraptin fieryayre, 

Sing 1ulzvs worth, Agricola intoombe, 

Your ſpirts high, cloſed in manſions faire, 
Too long haueſlept,in Loues delicious awe, 
Forgetting ſtill, your kind _—_— i 


; Dolarnys Primeroſe. 

But where am Por where dacIdeclate, 

My woiwlaame , with proſtrate invocations? 

VV hat ſhallmy ſorows,pearce an. Albionscarc? 

And iright poorePadua with my cxclamations? 
No:lertme firſt from faire Elizcafal, 
And choake the deep'ſt, internall with my thrall. 


O no:let Rome,let Rome ſucke vp maine anguiſk, 
LerRome the mothen,of my infants yeares, 
Swell with my fſighs,in which my ſoule ſtlll languiſh, 
LerRome diſoluc,her ſelfe with dolctullteares- 

Lect Roman Poers,ſing great Iulius name, 

With blazing trophces,of cternall fame. 


But they are gone, from Romesterrcſtiall verges, 
whoſe muſeadrair'd, were crown'd with quiv'ring baics, 
O they aredead,that fliould haue ſong my derges, 
With dolcfull langours,and diſtreſſfull layes; 
He liu's in bliſſe, thacſung the warres of Troye, 
Deadis the ſwayn,that told of Phillis ioye. 


Yet doth heliue,cternized with glory, 
That ſweetly fungreaowmed Scipioes wartes, 
Heliuesthattold Zini!laes laſting ſtory, 
Mixtwith Anthonius,and Oftauius iatres: 
A thouſand more,dooliue,whole fames doc ring, 


Yetnone of dead, Agriola will ſing. 
Wherefore fithT,of force am fummon'd here, 


The ſtoric ofmy,wofull dayesrotell, 
And Rome demes;tolend herliſtning eare; 
Attend Maluchus,and:with-forrows (well. 
That Albion faire,may wayle my nagedy, 
Whuch ſlceping waking, thou ſhalt heate _ | 
When 
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Dolarnys Prim es ofs; 
VW hen great Veſpaſian,wore the diadem, 
Ot Romecs large Empire,and with conquering hand, 
Had wonne the wals, of faire Teruſalem, 
W hoſe ſtately rowers, were at his comand: 
The Romes ſweet aire,my yongling daies didnuroiſh, 
Her ncQaac pappes,my 1infanciec did cheriſh, 


Where,whilſt my years, were tender, ſoft and young, 
Inlcarnings cradle,] was laid co flcepe, | 
My carcfull curor,ore 12ce ſweetly ſung, 
And [I ſome ſtraines, of iis did note and keepe: 
Eſtcemiog thera, ſo Þignly ir my power, 
That[ did hug them,tiil my lateit houre, 


Then didI frame,my tongueto courtly charmes, 
And how to tread .thediſtanceof a dance, 
And then I pratſ'd, how to manage armes, 
To toſle a pike,and how to weeld a lance: 
Then with ſoundrackets, cloſewithin a wall, 
I nimbly learn'd,to tofle a tenniſle ball, 


To hunt a deere, I ſomtime tooke delight, 
Andſometimeſcehelightfote hareto play, 

And ſometime with,an egar fawlcons flight, . 
I would conſume,the weary longſome day: 

A foamng ſtced, then would I learne ro pace, 
And ſwallow-ſ{wift,runne him adouble race. 


Theninaring,] would him gently trot, 

A full caricre,then did TT learneto make, 

Then to curuer, then tor to gallop hor, 

Then ſtopr him quick, that he new breath mightrake: 
Thenon hus creſt,my flattring palme would lide, 


The more to cheere, his hot couragious pride. 
| - G2 Art 


Dolarnys Primereſe. 
Ar Tilt and Tonrney, then did I learne to ride, 
With clattring thockes,to breake a ſturdy launce, 
Hirerthe combare, then with portly pride, 

My foaming courſer, would him(ſelte aduance: 


Whoſe {fumptuous cariage,did ſo much excell, 
Thatia each Tourney, I did beare the bell, 


For ſo I manag'd,that couragious beaſt, 

That he would vaul t,leape,coruer,plunge,and prance, 

Writh ſtartling furic,fold his doubled creſt, _ 

With lofte capers,ſtowpe,ſtop, and lightly daunce : 
With heeric rage,ſtrike,{tare,and trample proudly, 
Beating the ſtones, ſtamping and neighing loudly, 


Each ten daycs once,0lympms feaſt weheld, 

Meeting ia tilt, with compleat armour bright, 

So that I knew, rightwell my ſpcare ro weld, 

And how tincounter,with the hardieſt Knight : 
And ſometime hir,with counterbuffe ſo found, 
That helay weltring on che ſullen ground. 


Whilſt the ſpeQtators, voices high did laud mee, 
With hou'ring hattes,and lowd temultuous ctics, 
The rrumper ſhrill, did ſceme for to applaud mee, 
Pearſing che higheſt Zenith of the skies, 
Where might be heard, vnpa:tiall yoyces ſay, 
Young Iulius wonne,the honour of the day. 


Then was I brought,to liuc in ſtately Courr, 
Whereas I fed, of daintieſt painted lookes, 
For gallant dames, there dayly didcelort, 
To haue their faces, read inſteed of bookes, 
And ſooneT learned, withan am'rous tongue, 
Torcadthelines,that were thcir bookes among. 
Fortun 
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Fortune did ſo,aduance my blooming dayes, 
That in the court,I gain'd a courtly place, 
And happy he,that moſt my name could raiſe, 
I fate ſo high, in great Yeſpaſuns grace : 
Each one vnlearned,thought their leatned skill, 
If not imploy'd, my fanrafte co fill. 


Aegricola,wasbruted through the land, 
Notongh did mouc, bur ſpake of Iulivs name, 
Each Ma: Þliſt,that did controule a band, 
Mutcly admir'd,to heare of /ulins fame: 

For ſweer diſcourſe,reuels,and chiualrie, 

WW ho was renow nd? AgricalacuenT. 


WalktTI 1n Court,there Lamprils eyes deſcried mee, 
If inthe towne,the Cittizens would know mee, 
If mountainesbare mee, ſhepheard ſwaines zſpicd mee, 
In countrie rownes,cach ynto cach would ſhow mee: 
Andall would bend,with curtefics ro mee, 
Vhilſt I to them, wouid glue like curteſie. 


VVhat ſhould I ay? but thatI ſhould not ſay ? 
Al! honour ſtill, in Court attended on mee, 
T ſtill in great, Veſþaſuns boſome lay, 
So gratiouſly,dufortune ſmile vpon mee: 
AndasI grew,cach day to riper yeeres, 
Each day renowne,did place me with great peeres. 


But then Bellona,with her hot alarm's, 
Did ſummon mee, vato the dint of wart, 
Where with troupes,of worthy men atarmes, 
Refuſe no toile,to meete that bloudie iarre : 
Alrhongh great Neptunes,boyling empire lay, 
Bftweene our land, and thatrich golden bay. 
ps OTE w - <1. a 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe, 

But ſtraight we rigg'd,our huge ſca rending ſhips, 

Whoſe ſpreading ſailes,with gentle Exras aide, 

In Thetis ficids,through glaſſic billows ſlips, 

No crollc of Fortwne,once our Nauie ſtaide : 
Vatill wee came, atthat gold-ſhining towne, 
That was the ſpring,of Iulivscenowne, 


Where ynawares, we thruſt with ſpeedto land, 
And orderly,our valiant forces placed, ; 
With ſquadrons faire,vpon that forreine ſtra 
With glittring armour,all theplaines defaced ; 
But thenour focs, like champions ſtaute and bold, 
Came with their power, for to defend their hold, 


With hot Brauado's,and vadaunted ſpirits, 
They marcht along,from outtheir Cittie gates, 
Ambitious all, aduancement ſought by merits, 
Committing life, and land,to froward fates: 
Nor wee,nor they,no parle ſccm'd ro craue, 
Combat,and battaile,cach one dcfir'd ro have. 


For raging furic, brooketh nodelay, 

Armie beards armic, 1a the bloody field, 

Their trampling Gennets,ficrie breathings neigh, 

Ourlaunces brauely,thcir ſtrong courſers wield: 
Enfignes difplar'd, lowd drums and trampers ſound, 
Whoſe threatning terror, f-om theclowds icbouad, 


Now warlike Mars, ſome of thy valour ſend mee, 
Tip my weake tongue,witch gacs of tempered ſtecle, 
Oc thou braue Pallas, ſome of thy power lend me, 
That I may ſeeme,to make the heaters feele : 
What buffers, blowes. lim. parting-ſtcoakes and ſcars, 
Arc by ſternechampions,g'ucn inthy bloudy iars; 
| My 
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My tongue's toofecble,to decipher our, 

The raging furie,aQed in marcialttraines, 

Yet will I ſhew,the proweſle ofthis route, 

Which thus tacounter'd;on the Southerne plaines : 
The valiant horſemen, firſt with ſwift cariers, 
Inſundreſplinters,ſhiucrd cheir piercing ſpeares, 


Then to their Carbins,then ynto handy blowes, 
Then violent ſhor,like ro the Oceans rage, 
With pclkmeil-ſhocks,ourt offcach armie goes, 
Each manto win,his courage didingage: 
And ſtormesof Bullets,like to winters haile, 
Our offcach ſquadron,d:d their focs aſſaile. 


Then armours clatter'd;fwords gaue blow for blow, 
A hand,a hand,a foore,a foote did craue; 
Life,lifedeſir'd, bloud vpon blond did flow, 
Each Curtleax dig'd, himſelfe a goaric graue : 
There did Bellona,likea Lionteare; 
Rovgh irctull gallants,on her tofling ſpeare, 


The radiant skie,was darkned withthe ſmoake, 
That iſſued from,thepattering Musket ſhor, 
Which ſlumbcing fume,our ſouldiers ſeem'd to choake, 
The day and battaile,were ſo moultring hot : 
T he thundring Canons, plaicd on cither fide, 
Whoſc drcadiull turic,Jeg:ons did diude, 


And as thewaues,driuven with outragions ſtormes, 

Beaterh the rampiets of vamoouing rockes, 

So did our Captaines, labour with hot alarmes, 

Them to repulſe,with ſhivring launces ſhocks : 
Herelics ſome dead,rthere other freſhly bleeds, 


Tramplingvponthem,with ya;uly ſteeds. 
(QmMpuNg Y POR TNCMVALL VALUEY 2600, Abound 
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Abounding 


otetror,tumbled in the feeſd, 
Death ſtood apaled,at his owne invention, 
Enuic bedeR;her ſelfe in Rigors ſheeld, 
Ruine and Horror,reucl'd with Diſlention: 
Raging Reuenge,ſported in ſanguin blood, 
The rauin'd carth,ore-cloyed belching ſtood, 


Harſh-dying tunes,ſfighing and greeuous groan's, 
Wide gaping wounds , forced lamenting cries, 
Heart-goaring ſtabs, burſting of legos and boanes, 
Life guſhing teares, forced from bloody eyes: 
Men kill d,vnkiltd,as dreadfull warre deſired, 
Liuing and dying,whileParcas breath retired. 


Yet was the battaylc,in a ballance found, 

Till I vndaunted,cheer'd cach feeble wing, 

Which doone our valiant, forces gather'd ground, 

Then courage followe,all the feeld did ring; 
Then did our foes, feare,faynt,and fatrly flic, 
Whulſt wee as victors,viRorie did cry. 


Then did our ſoldicrs,iryplevalour take, 

The ſmall caliucrs,then did diſcharge apace, 

The pykes and halberts, liuing lims did ſhake, 

With feares purſute, the targueters did chace: 
The horſe-men ſwiftly,did their launces bend, 
The cannons (wifcly,did their bullets ſend. 


Then in our plumes, Fortune did ſeemero play, 

For that our foes, lay weltring in their blood, 

Yeeldingrovs,the honor of thedaie, 

The faire greene feeld,all ſanguined ouer ſtood: 
Herelie ſtout champions, pearſt with deadly launces, 
There ſaye brauc Captains, leading fatall i 

£2 cre 
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Here fell a body, there tumbles offa head, 
Here layc one maym'd,there laye oneſlaine owe. righe} 
Here layea ſouldier, groucling ſcarlly dead, 
There laye a leader, here laye a warlike knight; 
There a coronel, here a Gallant ſlayne, | 
Thus were they ſcatter'd,ore the purple plaine. 


Andthus at length, weforcd them toretire, 

Cloſing themſclues,within their Cittie walls, 

Which wee inuiorr'd, round with ſword and fire; 

Pelting their frontiers, with hot poud'red balles: | 
VW hence wee might heare,cl|amorous fhrikes & cries, 
Nipped with waylings,in the troubled { kies, 


Then wee began, their towring walles to ſcale, 
Taking rhe time, by bis rough hairie top, - 
W hile fickle Fortune, ſlylc brew'dtheir bale, 
That wethe flowre,of their delight might crop: 
Shorttaleto make,valour and high renowne, 
Our conqu'ring powres, plac'd inthat warlike towne. 


Whence many fled,to faue their wretchedliues, 
Many did humbly,kneele to lufſe our feere, 
Virgins,and maides,infants and trembling wes, 
With proſtrate teares,did all our forces e: 
Where I proclaimed, with a trompet meeke, 


That all ſhould lue, tharthen their lives did ſecke. 


Who much did muſe.to ſee ſomilde a fo, 
Thinking themſclues,conquered not ar all, 


Their ſad applauſes,gauevs leaue to knowe, 
The ioyethey tooke,in that their rifing fall : 
And where before, w had onely woon the towne, 
Then of their hearts, we ſeem dro weare the crowne. 
- 
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Dolarmys Primersſs. 

For they did b:ing,almoſt with free conſear, 

Their wealthy ſtore,into our hands ro giue, 

T heir goid,and Icwels,then they didpreſenr, 

Their Jofle of. goods,they ſeemed not togricue: 
For why ? they knew,that weto them before, 
Had giu'n a Iemume, worth all the wide worlds tre. 


Two dayes we ſta'd,within that Citty faire, - 
Triumphing ſtill,in vitorie and gaine, 


With pretious ſtones,and pearles beyond compare, 


We didjinrich, our warlike troupes and train ; 
Our dauncing ſkips, doubled their ſwelling prides, 
Such wealthy fraught, ſtuffed their bended ſides. 


Whoſleluſtiemoulds,werig'd and trim'd anew, 

With maſts of filuer,then they did adorne them, 

The old attire, ambitiouſly they threw, 

Amidit the louds,as chey.nad ncuer worne chem ; 
Our yards were all, of In'ry, white as milke,, 


Our cacklingsfram'd,of pureſt rwilted tiike, 


Our maine-ſailes allof glaſhe Sattin faire, 

Our cop-ſailes were,moſt ſumpruous to acho!d, 

Ou: ſpred-top gallants,tremblingiathe ayrc,. 

\\. ere framedall,of glittring cloth of gold: 
Our dallying cnſignes, watrring in theskic, 


Were all imboſt;with rich imbrodery.. | 


Whilethat our ſhips, thus inthe portwere trimming, 
I cal'dour troupes, into their Senatehall, 
Whereas I made, no droſſe norpureskimming, 
But with content, I did:contenrt them all : 

None parted.with,a diſcontented heart, 
- For, why I gaugecachman his tulldelett.. Ll 


All 
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+ All which compleat,a pleaſanc gale of winde, 


Did gentlie whiſper,ore our Nauics Poope, 

As though had knowne,whad finiſhe vp our minde; 

So ſweet a breath,made our top gallant ſtoope : 
Which cauſed vs, leaſt that the winde ſhould fails, 
Our Anchors weigh,and hoiſt our filken (ailes, 


Then of the towne,our laſt farewell wetooke, © 
With thundring noife,that ſeem'd taffrightthe ayre, 
Whilſt Ladies from,the ſhoares on ys did looke, 


With wo-{wolne eyes,thatwe had left themthere : 


T hey ſhooke their hands,and ſhed teares for our ſake, 


' In hope for them, our ſhips we wonld turne back. 


Their ſighes they ſemt,ouer the billowes rough), 
Brought to our ſhips,with 7 ephyres gentle hiſles, 
And when they ſaw,we knew ut well nough, 
With balmie breath, they blew to vs their kiſſes: 
Their gloues they tooke, andin the water fling them, 
Hoping the tide,vnto our ſhips would bring them. 


But Eolus which,our friend did ſtill remaine, 
Haſted our ſhips, from off that forreine coaſt, 
Fearing leaſt chat, we ſhould tune back againe, 
And ſo ourpaines,were altogether loſt : 
For why ? he knew, their Syrex-rempting-ſongs, 
Might well pretend, yatoour fucther wrongs. 


Whereforeno leaue, hegaue vs to diſpenſe, 
Bur lively gales, he whiſled in our ſhrowdes, 
Sothat he ſoone, conuer d our Nauie thence, 
Rowling amidſt,the all yntamed flouds : 
And by the power,of his great ſwaying hand, 
Ware driucn from ken,of that delightfull land _ 
ing rupFReogst cc. p<, H 2 > Then 
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Dolaymys Primereſe. 
Then werewetoſfd,in Neptwnestennifſ.comr, 
Whereas the waues,did rackets ſeeme to take, 
To beate and _— their onely fport, 


Vntill a ſet game,they agreed to make: 
Yetlike young boyes,they did dallying play, 
Whichtofſe new bales,for thatthey are ſo gaye. 


For our faire ſhips,ſwelled thefeaes with pride; 

When they began,co daunce in Tethis lap, 

But hauingreynes, within her verge toride, 

The {urges ſeem'd,their boyſtrous hands to clap: 
T ritendid ſound;in mbhermoatl wiſe, 
Whileſt Neptune gazed,on our welthy priſe. 


Who ſecm'd to call, Apollo from his chaire, 
Nephew(ſaith he)knowe youthis portly flecte, 
Which ſcemes to come,from out thePhrigran aire, 
Where wee with ſtore, andtreaſure once did mecte,, 
Thefirme foundation,of faire Treyerto laye: 
The which had floriſhr, till this preſent day, 


Had theſe Grecians,which as Iſuppoſe, 
Falfly berray'd,that varemouing towne, 
Since which time they,themſclues right wel might loſe, 
In watry deſerts,vnder my ſpatiouscrowne: 
But it I knew,that theſe were ſurelythey, 
I would ore-whelme them,inthe brinuſh ſea. 


At whofe ſterne words, Apollo ſeem'd to:ſpeake 
No gentle Nephew,mittigate yourlire, 
Theſc are our friends, the which no-peacewill breake,. 
Theſe men hauc beene,to fetch Promethean fire: 
Theſe men are they,thattrauells for our good,. 
\Who are deſcended, fromthe Trojan blood, 


Then: 


Dolarnys Primevoſe, 
Then vſethem gently,as our chicfeſt friends, 

And through your kingdomes ſafctie them condu&; 
Sce all the gulfes,that youto them doo cleanſe, 

So thar thcir fleete,to Scitle be not ſuckr : * 


For if their land, they ſafely doo artaine, 
They ſhall haue fame Þur we ſhall haue thegaine, 


Then Neptaneſcem'd,tocalme his rugged brow, 
Commanding T7#02, all his pow'rsto call, 
(While that our Theams, the frothicbrine did plow ). 
He helda parle,in his ſpatious hall : 

All ſtormie windes,he chaſt from outhis land, 
Oaely faire Jephyr,at his beck did ſtand. 


Who ſent freſh gales,as we on billowes ſaild; 

Neptune himſelfe,did watte vpon our flecte, 

And when the wind, feared diſpleaſure-quaild, 

Then would hc helpe vs,with a tide moſt ſweet: 
And when proud Fephyr,coughly ſeem'd to blow, 
He would command him, he ſhould be more flow. 


Thus did the great, commander of the Sea, 
Condu@ our Nauic,through his empirc wide, 
, Yall atlength,vpona calmic day, 
Our natiuc land;we ioyfully cſpide : | 
Whoſe louely bankes, ſeemed with ſuger'd charmes, 
To call our flecte,into her folding armes. 


Then did wee haſten, tothoſe happie ſhores, 
Mounted vpon, the wings of ſwift deſire, 
7 Our ſailes did ſerue,for labouring armes and oarcyy. 
To gainetheport,to which we did aſpirc: 
And Foks,no breath did vs denic, 
Bur cauſ'd A 0 flie. 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe. 
Vntill we came,neare tothelong wiſhr ſtrand, 
On whoſe faire bankes,a thouſand «didatend, 
To welcom vs, vnto that happy Land, 
For of their ioyes,there ſeem'd to be no end: 
With muſick loude, with drums &trompets ſound, * 
They drewe our ſhippes,vnto that pleaſant ground, 


Each ſouldier weake, the which the waues did check, 
And halte dead filld, the body of each ſhip, 
Did then reutue,and walkevpon their Fs =] 
Clapping their hands, andſcem'd for ioy to {kip: 

Fa chat great Neptwne,lead vs all that while, 

And ſet vs fate, vpon-our nariweTIle. > 


\Vho then did ſeeme,with all his frothie traine, 

On Dolphins backes,to mount their watry lums, 

And ſmyling The(zs,lett vs onthe plaine, 

And with that Monarch,thence togither ſwims : 
Commar.ding Triton,forto ſound a call, 


To hold a counſell,in Charibates hall. . 


While we did leauc,our huge {ca-cutting fleete, 
Landing our troupes,Olimpikly on ſhoare, | 
Whereas whole legions, kindely did vs meete, 
Wee being arm'd, with gold and filuer ſtore: 
For ioye whereof, the hilles and dales did found, 
T herockes and riuers,did with noyſe rebound, 


Our well fraughtnauic,then began to fer, 

Their thundring muſick,to report their treaſure, 

And with high ftraines,their inſtruments to ſer, 

With harts delight, whilſt we did daunce with pleaſure: 
Which roaring conſort, ſuch recording plics, . 


That thcir thick breath,dimmed the criſtall { kies. / 
| There 
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There were we brought, to that ſea-beatentowne, 
Inuiorned, with warlike harmony, 
And all their voyces,ſeem'dat once tocrowne, 
Aericola,vach fame andchwalrie: 
The rattling mufick,quauerd amids the throng, 
Th hot caliuers,v'arbled the vaderſong, 


Whil{tI in ſted;ofpartring bullets threwe, 
S:lnerand gold,to pearce my country men, 
To which hot ſkyrmiſh,there ſo many drewe, 
ThatTI would pawſe,and then begin agen: 
| Tillnight drewe on , thus did I guild their ſtreets, 
Wiri gaine of warre,ftluer and forreinſiveers. 


But Phlegon,Pyrows, FEgusand Ethonproud, 
Aimids the ayre,haſtned with fiery wings, 
To hea c Apello,toward the Ocean floud, 
And as a preſent;him to /ber brings: 
hehe with barquets,reaelP'd out the night, 
V1 41] Aurora; brovghtthe morning light. 


VWhea night was come,weetooke ourquietreſt, 
Sleeving ſecure, voyd of ſulpe@or wrong, 
S.1ch harmeleſle thoughts, harbored in each breſt, 
1 hat wee were faſt vnull the Leuerucke ſong: 
Who in the aire-withchirpings ſeem'd to fay, 
Awake,behold,ſee the delightſome day. 


For Menmons mother, then to world had brought, 
So fairc a ſhewe,of crimſon ſpeckled light, 
All ſpangled ore,as if withRubics wrought, 
The which did baniſh, black Cimmerias night: 
. Andglittring Phebas,then began to riſe, 
Graang the:carth,from out theaxure ſkies,. 


\'Thus 
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Thus having fafcly, taken ſweet repoſe, 
Andthat Apollo,to the liſts was come, 


"From out our ſheers, with ſpeed wee then aroſe, 


Leauing the port,with ſound oftrumpe and drumme: 
And then we tooke,ouriourney toward the court, 
Whercas our wel-come, was in princely ſorr. 


For all the peers flocking about mee came, 

Wirth ſeeming gladnes of my ſafereturne, 

Applaudag ſtill, my thentoo happy name, 

As though with Ioy,thcirinward hearts did burne: 
Then great Veſpariun,to accompr did call mec, 
To know whatchance,in Mars ſchole did befall mice. 


WhetcT diſcourſt,how I had ſpent my time, 
How I tooke ſhip, and how I paſt the flouds, 
How I did land, vnder that forreine clyme, 
And how with forcce,our cncmics withſtood's: (downe 
How with great paine,rheir troupeswee did beare 
And how at length,we woon that maydentowne, 


How many fled,to ſaue their loathed liues, 

How many at,our weapons points did fall, 

How I did pittie, infants, maydes and wmies, 

And how I gauc,mercy vnto them all: 
How they themſclucs,theiriewells ro vs brought, 
And how with ſtore,our luſtic ſhippes wee fraught, 


Short tals to make,I nothing did delay, . 
But told him all,how thatwe went and came, 
Even from the firſt, vntill chatpreſent day, 
Till he himſelfe,did giueme triple fame: - 
Andhonors high,vpon my hcad he ſer, 
Burt ſomerepin'd,atthoſe my titles great. 
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But then he tooke,mee by this iron hand, 
Tulius(quoth he)mount,monnt in wars deſire, 
For now Tic ſend,thee with a puiſſant band, 
Wherelikea prince,thou ſhalt by fame aſ pire: 
To beinrold,within a watlike ſtorie, 
With trophes of, eternal prayſeand glorie. 


T'le make thee,Gen'ral of as greata traine, 
As cre was copt,vaJer the boundleſle (kie, 
Who as they march, ſhal hide cach hill and playne, 
And driake atonce,the foaming Occan drye: 
No ſhipps ſhall neede,to waft them ore the ſea, 
For they ſhal land ir, inone ſommers daye. 


Not Xerxes armie, ſhal with them compare, 

So many legions,vnder thee ſhall go, 

The ſight whereof,ſhall make thy aduerſe feare, 

When thou doſt come,t encounter with thy fo: 
Tle raine downe gold, ſtiilfor thy ſouldicrs pay, 
Then gentle Iulius,ſtay not, haſt away. 


This promiſe vrg'd mee,once againe to go, 
To trie my fortune, inBellonacs ſchoole, 
Soone was prepar'd ,a ga'lant glittring ſhow, 


» Whereas did want,no kinde of warlike toole: 


There were they plac'd,cach manin his degree, 
AndIproclam'd.their Generall to be. 


Thenrrumpe:s ſhrill, ſounded aloud for ioye, 
And thundring drums, fi''ed the ai-e wich noyſe, 
The ſoldiars all,cach manand ſt rdy boye, 
Houe:*d their hearts, with an applav ſing voyce- 
T a\ing our leaue,then 41d we wa' ch along, 
Arciuing ſafe,in( hat": ſt.ong. 
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In which faire ſoile,the Britains bold did raine, 
'Thryadaunted Scotfh men,and the Scithiang wild, 
The Corniſh crew,and Cal:doniantraine, 
The naked $ilures;and the Piftians vilde: 
Whoallat once,prouided (kil-lefle powers, 
To driue our forces, from their mean built towers. 


For men like Satir's,clad in ruſtike ire, 
Halfe weapon-leſſe,with braying cries and cals, 


| Tomectour daring,army did aſpire, 


Praying vponvs, like fierce Cannibals: 
There might be heard, thehideous Jumbring (waſher, 
Vacqually,conſfortng with the claſher, 


There might be heard, the hollowe wind bag'd droan's, 
With direfull roaring:and the puffing piper, 
There might be heard, harſh tunes with clattring bones, 
Theloud ſhrill dummer,and the iarring fiter* 

Which muſicks diſcord, ſeem'd a conſort right, 

To courage yp,out foes vamanag'd might, 


Whoſe habits mean, did hardor haulty hardneſſe, (leſle 
Their ſtomacks ſtout, though ſkil-lefſe madethem teare- 
Their prowelle Joubileſſe bred their own vatow'rdnefſle 
Their deſperat vecur's, ſhew'd theit hearts were pecrlefle: 
Their valorsſwordleſſe, madethem ſtill regardleſle, 
Their blows were harmleſſe, & their bodies wardleſle, 


Their weapons were of, Ibcame,witch,and thorne, 
Some had aſkeane,aud ſome a dart and durke, 
Some fewe had bows,and arows pid with horne, 
And priuic poynards,jin ſome leues did lurke: 
Some hid!'etarges,ſomepikes with points new burned, 
Some ſtil threwe ſtones, 8& ſome poore chariots _ 
ome 


ed, 


Me 
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Some weelded ſpears, and ſheclds of Elme fall tough, 


Some hare brayn 'd royſters ridon gariſhſteeds, 
Sometwo hand ſwords,did vic ofiron rough, 


Whoſcaukward powers,atted moſt worthie deeds: 


For why they thought,a man was neuer dead. 


Till by ſome meancs,they had cut ofthis head, 
Yer day by day,onbogges and brays wee met, 


One whulethey vs,then ſtraight weethem would chaſe, 


T hey vpon vs,wevpon them would ſer, 

Such was the rcſt, wee tookewithin thatplace: 
Thus did we tced , yponthe bread of warre, 
Painting our lines, with many bloudy ſkar, 


Full thriſe three years,in Brittain Iremayned, 
From whence my tame,ro ſtately Roome did flie, 
But then Veipaſian,was by death detained, 
And mightic Titus,in thattime did die: 
Then grew my woes,then did my ſorows ſpring, 
Then,then did bloome, my fatall ryining. | 


Forthen Domirian, tirant-like did (waie, 

The royall mace,and diadem of Rome, 

Who vndeſcricd,plottes did flily lay, 

To bring poore Julius,to his finall doome: 
And wreſt my life, from mee by fowle deceipr, 
Forthat my mme,Jid dayly growelſo great. 


All meanes he ſought,caugmt 
VWhenruſty enuic,gnaw'd his can kered heart, 
His cunning lipps, did ſeemeto rayſe my name, 
Bur itill be ſought, my death with ſlight and art: 
Euen ſo VIſſes, flattered in the court, 
White luckleſle Aiax,coyld wirhwatbke port 
I 2 | 


Yet 


nt my worth and fame, 


— 


-— 
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Dolarnys P rimeroſe, 
Yet Twas worſe,then Telamons pooreſonne} 
For hee was preſent, with his wily fo, 
He knewe his {lights , long ere the ſp1ght was doone, 
Bur/»l;us I,didneither ſeenor knowe: | 
His cauſelefle enuy,I did neuer taſte, 
How he chac'd mee,asI the Brittains chac'd, 


He mce purſu'd, and I my foraine foes, 
Hi ſtroakes were flight,but I rough payement gaue, 
He fought with wiles, I fought with ragged blowes, 
He ſought my wracke,I ſought his life to ſaue-” 
He wrought my bane,I wrought,to raiſc his fame, 
He woonthepriſc,Iloſt the ſer and game, | 


Bur all ſo firted;to my ſeeming good, 
That no miſdeeming,inmy heart did reſt, 
Although he nei for my bloud, 
No ſuch opinion, lodged in my breſt: 
For then from Britain, he did ſend for mee, 
AndI of Syria,ſhould Lieutenant be. 


His ivgling letters, had ſuchlofty ſtraines, 

That I was all, inchanted with his charmes, 

I muſtto Rome,and leaue my wontedrraines, 

Tocope with greater,dignities at armes: 
Wherefore I tooke, my leauc and laſt adiew, 
Ofall my troopes,great Syriato viewe. 


Bat when Icame,vnto the Roman Court, , 
\Vhoſe giorious name, did ring throughoutthe world 
Vender did ſeeme, about mero reſort, 

Fo: black indite rients,o0n my head were hurld: 
A1.dI,poore Las many tongues could tcl}, 
Erc:ong Was 1entvuito the cittadelle 


' Dolaynys Primeraſe, 
Andthriſe accurſt, by deſtiny and fate, 
Was then proclaynr'd,atraytorfor to be, - 
Againſt the Prince,the Counſell and the ſtate, 
Thewhich didnot,with my deſerts agree : 
Yet did Vliſſes, Palamede ſo hate, | 
That with fimooth words, he did cut off his Pate, 


Alas,alas,the time doth ſwiftly runne, 
For noweT heare,nights trumperers ſh:ill noyſes, 
Who haſtens mee,my ſtory to haue done, 
O ſtay awhule,and Ile obey your VOYCEs: 
For being clo{'d,within that towring wall, 
I heard notalke,but ofmy death and fall. 


And on a day , before Azrora ſprong, 

To tell the wor'd,that Phebus faire was comming 

I was tauited, with a mour: ing tongue, 

Vnto a feaſt,prouided with great cunning; 
Where I ſhould teed,on ſich delicious cates, 
As was prepar'd,for me and ſuch like ſtates, 


I could not chooſe, but needes I muſt conſent, 
To go and ſec, that ſweete and dainty fare, 
Although I knewe,that feaſt with full intent, 
Was ſo ordayn'd,to end my worldly care: 

Yet I as wiling,astheir hearts could wiſh, 


Didviewe,and thar,is banquets chicfcſ diſh, 


And when I came,vnto that ſpatious hall, 

There did I ſee,my diet and mycheare, 

My Caruer then,vnto mee I did call, 

Saying theſe words,carue, friend,and do not feare; 
Then did he cut,and Idideate ſuch ſtore, 
1 hatafterthen,I neuer did cate moze, 


I3 Then 
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Dolarnys Primeroſe. 

Then this memoriall,of my cndleſſe ſoule, 

Which had beene lockt, within my body long, 

Was regiſtred,ina celeſtiall rowle, 

And plac'd in ioye, whilſt Angels ſweet)y ſung: 
Vheretroupes diuine,eternally ſhall raigne, 
Keeping their Court, vpon Eliz3as plaine. 


But worldling know,to thee I doo not come, 

Torell thee how, I liued in my life, 

Nor forto tell, this ſtory all and ſome, 

VV hich was my end,my death, and fatall ſtrife: 
A thouſand heads,more of my ſtate hath knowne, 
Theninthis ſtoric,I to thee haue ſhowne. 


It were apride,formeto tell thee this, 

Oc tell thee how, dwell in Paradiſe, 

No,no.I come, to lead thee vnto bliſſe, 

Then heare my words, note them, and be preciſe : 
Firſt honour God,then with a louing hear, 
Honour thy Prince,for ſo it is thy part. 


Defraudeno man,hurt not the innocent, 

Hate pride, liue chaſte, back-bite not with thy tongue, 

Sweare not in vaine,to vengeance be not bear, 

Murther no man,nor doo no poore man wrong: 
Beare no falſe witneſſe,hoord no gy1d in ſtore, = 
While Orphanes weake,ftarue at thy curſed dore.. 


The Saboth keepe,honour thy parents deare, 
Stcale no mans wealth,thy enemies forgiue, 
Shunne ſloth as finne,and drunkenneſle forbeare; 
Glutte no thy ſelfe,ſt.|l poucrtie relecue: 
Fauour thy friend,loue thy true ſeruant well, 
This done,thy fame,for cue ſhall excell. 


And 


Dolarnys Primeroſe, 
Andifthart long,thou doſtdefireto line, 
Beware of ſuch,as brought mee to.my end, 
For they are men,that cunning words will gine, 
Althoughthy fo,they will profeſſethy triends: 

. And will not let,to ſweare,and forſweare too, 


Tay welth to gaine,though it doth thee vndoo. 


But ſtay * meethinkes I ſee the Eurian lights, 
Budding like Roſes,in the mornings browes, 
The drowlſte vapours,takes their ſable flyghts, 
And bright Aurora,doth her ſelfe vnhouſe: 
The glow-worme di nfeares theapproaching ſun, 
Whe-etore farewell,for Ito ſpeake haue done. 


Thus did he leauc,and thus the Hermitleft, 
with teares diſtilling,and with ſighs abounding, 
His filent muteneſſe,ſhew'd his Ioyes bereft, 
Yernight did force me,leaue him plaints reſounding : 
And thus Ireſhis ſtory to deſcrye, 
For that black night, hathnow incloſ'd the ſkie, 


Yet when Apollo.ſhall rechaſe againe, 
The Veſper vailes,the earth hath clouded ouer, 
It that your ſteps,doo guide you to this plain, 
The accident,to you I will diſcouer: 

Vntill whichtime,your ſelfeI do commend, 


To be preſeru'd, by Alls all guiding friend. 


The radiant torch, long ſince had burningleft, 
And Cinthiapale, keeping a wanton vaine, 
Trinmed her ſelfe,liketoa lover defte, 
Caſting her glimpſes,towar'd faire Latmosplaine: 
Which louely obieR,caul'd her dazling eyes, 
-» Withtriple brightneſſeto intich the { kies. 
GEES 


Wherefore Ileft,thelouely aged than; 
Taking my leaue,my bed I made my bliffe, 
But in tae morne,] did returne againe, 
Whereas Iheard,the Hermits life andhis, 
V\ hich now my pen,growne dull denies rthdite, 
Takirg freſh breathyin freſher lines towrite, 


FINIS. 
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